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One 


Author's Notes: 

[words: 32338] 

This version of the story is missing italics for thoughts and emphasis, and for lyrics and titles of 
songs/albums. 

also notell if you read the teaser and this seems familiar, DO NOT SKIP IT. the teaser was edited and extended 


and it will be easier to read it. 


Nerves. 


He remembered how they pricked mercilessly at his heart, his stomach, his brain. Running through his veins 
and tousling with this blood Nerves were hell. 


His leg bounced against the chair he was seated in, somewhere in a hallway, waiting his turn. 


Waiting, as he ran a hand through his huge, fluffed up head of hair, biting his lip as the butterflies arose 
wickedly in his gut. 


Waiting, as he clasped his hands together in his lap, staring down at the clean tile floor below his sneakers. 
Waiting, as he heard footsteps coming down the hallway. 
He was number 61 of 15. 


61 of 15 drummers who had been chosen out of hundreds of applications to audition for the hottest band in 
the world. 


Kiss. 

bT of 15 chances he'd make it. 

bT of 15 chances he wouldn't. 

bT of 15, the number taped to his pectoral. 

bl of 15, but | hadn't even gone yet. 

Auditions started in five minutes. 

Footsteps echoed again, and he looked up past his unruly hair, though that was just how he liked it. 
Three men were trotting urgently down the hallway. 


The tallest, although not by much, led the way, the look of a businessman plastered to his face, but the man 


in the chair could tell by the smile lines that he wasn't as serious as he seemed to be. 


Following him was a man just shy of the first's height, brown hair so dark it could be considered black. A 
stray piece flopped in front of his eye as he hurried to keep up with the leader. 


Bringing up the rear was the shortest man, hair perfectly curled, lips pursed, large chocolatey doe eyes that 
seemed to burn into his heart. 


He recognized the last man immediately, as there was no man quite as beautiful as the one rushing by him. 
Paul Stanley. 
He held his breath until he passed as if exhaling would alert the younger man and shatter his beauty. 


It was only then that it hit him: he had seen Kiss without makeup. 


And he had no idea which was Gene and which was Ace. 

He sucked in his breath, adjusting himself in his seat. 

Glancing up one last time, he heard a door open into the auditorium. 

The last man tossed a smirk over his shoulder at him, and the man in the chair swore he winked. 
The doors slammed shut and the numbers began to be called. 

After what seemed like ages, a smooth voice called him. 

"Number sixty-seven, Paul Caravello!" 


Paul stood up, asserted his nerves, and walked into the auditorium. 


Three days after auditions, he recalled. 
Paul flopped on his bed, sighing softly. 


At first he had felt sure that he had done everything right. He had learned the songs they wanted him to, he 
had played them perfectly, and he even had hit it off with the band - and now could tell Ace and Gene apart. 


But with each passing hour, it became more and more certain that he did not get the spot. 


What now, was the question, as he had quit his old band and moved out of his hometown and closer to the 
city where Kiss was based. 


He stared at the ceiling in his apartment, which blankly returned the stare down at him; a dull shade of beige. 
He found himself thinking of Paul. It really seemed that the vocalist had liked him. 

It was only then he noticed the coincidence. 

He needed a new name if he was going to join Kiss. 

He thought for a few minutes. 

He had noticed how the syllables in Kiss’ stage names went. 


Everyone had one syllable in the first name, two in the second. Except Peter Criss', who's was the opposite. 


And since Paul found himself replacing Peter, he wanted to follow the same pattern. The names would flow like 


they always did. 


"Eric." He muttered aloud. It was a name he'd always liked, he had a lot of friends growing up named Eric. Eric 


Caravello. Caravello was four syllables, how could it be shorted to one? 

"Eric Carr." 

And it stuck. 

The phone was ringing. How long had it been screaming for? 

Eric reached for it, holding it to his ear and stretching the cord as best as he could. 
"Hello?" 

"Yes, is this Paul Caravello?" 

Eric smiled to himself. 

"Yes, that's me" 


"Hey! Paul Stanley here. We really like you, and you impressed us the other day. We want you to come back to 


the auditorium tomorrow. We picked three guys, and you're the first one we're calling." 
Eric felt his jaw drop. 


"Seriously? l-I mean, thank you! So much! I'll be there! And, uh, by the way, Paul, you can call me Eric. Eric 


Carr 

Paul smiled on the other side of the line. 

"Okay, Eric. Ill see you tomorrow" 

And Paul hung up. 

Eric placed the phone back on the hook, laying back on his bed with a happy sigh 
He was floating. Higher than the sky, and nothing, nothing, could bring him down now. 


61? 


No, more like number l. 


Nerves. 


They pricked mercilessly at his fingers, his gut, his thoughts. Adrenaline was dashing through his veins and 
tousling with this blood. Nerves were hell. 


But where he was was anything but. 
Seated high on a stool, a drummer's stool. Staring into the back of a banner, a tall, wide banner, large enough 
to cover an entire stage. He could just make out the outlines of the backwards Kiss logo from the lights of the 


arena. 


Two weeks ago, Paul had started asking for Eric to come to more rehearsals, until he practiced with the band 


almost every day. 


Paul said to him, ‘Eric, we're going on tour. Be ready for a warm up date in New York City on July 25th. We'll 


get you a persona: 

Eric supposed he was in. 

The first costume and makeup they tried was The Hawk. 

After Paul complained that Eric looked like Big Bird, they scrapped the idea and moved back to square one. 


Eric came up with a sketch not long after, a mask-looking face, with silver outlines and black lips. He 
remembered thinking it looked like a fox. 


Kiss worked fast, and now here he was, sitting behind a banner with a band he had joined without being told, 
wearing an edited version of a Fox face makeup sketch on paper from just a few days ago and an outfit far 


more flattering than the Hawk's. 


His heels were a solid six or seven inches high, but next to the others, the five-inch difference was still 


obvious. It's not like he chose to be 5'7". 
57" and a half. Never forget the half. 


Eric had to admit, he liked the way his body looked in his new getup. His thighs were outlined nicely in the black 
leggings, which were decorated with orange sparkles lined down the outer side. The boots seemed almost 
connected, and although it had taken quite a bit of practice to walk in the raised shoes, and a lot of falling, he 
had gotten it down. 


For the most part. 


He had a sleeveless top that dove down obscenely far, and he would be uncomfortable wearing it if it wasn't 


for the sparkly orange jacket he donned to cover the plunging neck-line. 


And of course, the shawl made of real fox fur. Eric didn't truly approve of using real fur, but this was Kiss: 


they never went halfway. 


The makeup had changed since the initial sketch as well: a white stripe was added down his nose to make the 


makeup more defined, and the silver was scrapped. 


And if anyone liked it, Paul sure did. 


Two 


Eric remembered the first time he got to try on his Fox costume. 


He was in a dressing room. It was a bit over-the-top, but it was all the over-the-top tailor's place had. The 


poor guy. He must be used to making movie costumes. 

Eric had changed in the secluded area, while Paul waited in the room in case he needed help. 

Paul was seated in a chair, legs crossed, arms folded over his chest. He was tired. All he wanted to do was go 
back to the bus with the others and catch up on sleep, but he didn't trust anyone else with helping Eric. He 
wasn't sure why. 

"Paul?" 

Paul perked up, hearing the drummer's voice float out from behind the door. 

"Yeah?" 

"Just making sure you were still here. l-l don't know if I'm gonna be able to walk in these." 


He frowned doubtfully down at the seven-inch heels on the boots he had somehow put on without falling over. 


"Okay, I'm coming over. Open the door." Paul trotted over, waiting next to the frame for the door to swing 


open. It took Eric a moment to balance himself just to reach and turn the knob. 
He took a tentative step forward, his new change in height almost toppling him to the floor. 


"You've got it, just go slow." Paul encouraged him softly, urging to take his hand and guide him but knowing it 
was better if he didn't. 


Eric bit his lip, reaching out for anything to keep him steady, and finding only Paul's shoulder. 
One of his ankles twisted beneath him and he stumbled, gasping, 

Poul rushed forward, catching Eric and setting him upright. 

"Fuck" Eric breathed, knowing that if he fell he could rip the costume. 

"Hey, how about this-" 


Paul snuck behind him, wrapping his arms around Eric's waist, holding him steady. Eric blushed, doing anything 


in his power not to lean back into the caring touch. 
‘ls that better?" 
There were lips pressing softly to his back, just between his shoulder blades, and Eric nearly passed out. 


The hands around his middle slowly began to move upwards, slipping under the buttoned jacket, gentle fingers 
touching anywhere they could. Eric sighed softly, leaning back into Paul just a little bit. 


The door swung open to the dressing room, and Paul quickly returned his hands to Eric's waist, but they had 
been caught. 


"Uh, guys? What are you doing?" Ace raised an eyebrow at the scene unfolding in front of him, crossing his 


arms over his chest and holding back a chuckle. 

"Il, uh, couldn't balance" Eric sputtered out, still flustered from the hands on his chest 
Ace only laughed, shaking his head and backing out of the dressing room 

"Alright, whatever you say. Don't worry, | wont tell Gene" He retreated with a wink 


"Tell Gene what?" Came a shout from outside, and Paul nearly hid behind Eric when he realized how close Gene 


was. 
"Nothing!" Ace laughed, shutting the door behind him. 
Eric gently released himself from Paul's grip, leaning against a wall to keep himself steady. 


Paul was blushing furiously, and sat back down in his chair from before, burying his face in his hands. His 
beautiful, curled black hair fell around him almost angelically and Eric couldn't help but stare. 


The tension in the room was rising again, and Eric wasn't sure if he was grateful that Ace had interrupted 


whatever was about to happen or if he wished he had more time with Paul. 


‘I'm sorry." Paul broke the silence, glancing up at Eric, who made his way over and sat in the chair next to 
him. 


Eric pushed a runaway strand of Paul's hair out of his eye, smiling softly. 
"Its cool, man. |-" 


Didn't mind it. 


Eric bit back the words immediately, realizing that Paul probably had just gotten away from himself and didn't 


have any actual interest in him. 

Eric bit his lip softly, staring down at the floor beneath his boots. 

"l'm gonna, uh- take these off. Yeah." 

He reached down and began to unzip them, grateful for something to do as Paul stared up at the ceiling. 
Yikes. 

Now in his socks, Eric trotted over to the mirror where the wipes were, and started to take off his makeup. 
Paul had urged him to put it on so he could practice doing it, and also so the costume would look more 
complete. Eric loved the costume, no doubt about it. It finally gave him a place to hide. 

But now he was exposed, just Paul Caravello without his makeup. And as he vanished back into the other room 
to change back into his casual wear, he took off more and more of his disguise. He didn't know how he'd face 
Paul anymore when everything just kept getting more and more awkward between them. 


Eric had never been more self-conscious than now. And he hated it. 


Hated it so much so that it almost made him consider ignoring Paul completely and not ever going near him 


again. But that wasn't what his heart wanted, and Eric knew it. 
Paul was getting over his embarrassment but it didn't help the situation 
‘lm gonna go out with the others." Paul spoke softly, getting up and leaving before Eric could stop him. 


The drummer sighed as he watched Paul exit through the mirror and the door slam. He took one last wipe and 


rid himself of a splotch of makeup he has missed by his eye. 

"Well, this sucks ass." He whispered to himself, not prepared for all the eyes that would be on him as soon as 
he left the room, but he gathered the costume in the bag and left, trying his best to ignore Gene's prying 
eyes. 

Eric was not looking forward to spending a few hours in a bus with Kiss for the first time in his life. 

He really broke when he ended up alone with Ace in the bunks. 


"What were you guys doing?" 


"| don't know." 


"You know, you just don't want to say." 
"Ace, please." 

"C'mon, Eric, | won't tell." 

"What did it look like?" 

"If | knew, | wouldn't be asking.” 


Eric groaned, crawling into his bunk and sliding the curtain shut. He tangled himself in his sheets, nose buried in 


the fluffed pillow. 


Ace crossed his arms, frowning. There obviously was something wrong with Eric, and he knew that talking 
about it would help him. 


Eric was desperate to talk to someone about his feelings, he just didn't know who to trust. Ace would probably 


spill sometime when he got drunk anyway. 

"Sorry, Paul." 

"Goddammit, don't call me Paul, Paul." 

Ace laughed, seeing that Eric's sense of humor was still intact. 
lm gonna go to sleep. So, yeah. Goodnight." 


Ace frowned up at the bunk Eric was in from his spot sitting on the floor. He wanted to talk with his friend, 
about anything. Ever since Peter was kicked out, the band had been unbalanced. Even with Eric. 


It has always been Gene and Paul against Ace and Peter. 
On everything. 


But now Peter was gone, and Ace was losing control. He felt himself slowly slipping further and further from 
the band. It almost felt like he was Paul and Gene's next target. 


But they aren't like that. They aren't going to plan to get rid of someone. 
Ace never really felt like he got along with either of them. Besides, they only met through an audition. 


Eric wasn't a founding member, meaning he didn't count in their debates. Ace didnt know why, but he just 
didn't. 


Everyone loved Eric, though. He was the baby of the band even though he was the second-oldest, only to 
Gene. Everyone treated him like a king, and all he had to do was smile and giggle a little. Ace was furious over 


how he had everyone wrapped around his finger, including himself. 


Eric didn't mean to do it, though. He didn't understand why it had happened. The hierarchy in Kiss was a wreck, 
probably because it was just that: a hierarchy. 


If everyone in the band would just be damn equal, shit wouldn't hit the fan, 


It felt like Ace was the only one who believed this, though. 


Three 


Eric remembered the first time he was interviewed with the band. 


It was a kid's show, a funky one. "Kids Are People Too", he recalled it being named. He remembered how the 
man introduced them one at a time: Ace first, then Paul, and Gene. And after he introduced Eric, and all the 
kids 

had cheered, he remembered how he smiled broadly out at the crowd of children that couldn't have been older 
than eleven. 

And he remembered how Paul had muttered to himself, not realizing he was speaking into this microphone. 
"What a cute guy, what a cute guy." 

He covered it as best as he could, though. 

And he remembered how Ace had laughed and spoke. 

"What do you think, girls, is he a fox or what?" 


And Eric had blushed under his makeup and smiled some more. 


"What's it like being in Kiss?", the spokesman had asked, and while Eric had prepared his answers standing the 
shower the night before, nerves and excitement pricked at his tongue before he spoke. 


"lts great, its like a dream come true. | was very positive, through the whole thing, and | just felt from the 
very beginning that it was going to happen to me." 


He chuckled softly, eyes flicking low before scanning the crowd, who eagerly listened. 
"That it was going to be right." 

Right. With him, with the band, with the music. Right. 

"And | wish that everybody, sometime in their life, can have an experience like this.” 


At the time, he wasn't sure whether he meant an experience like being in Kiss, or an experience where you 


know for sure you belong. 


Smiles were exchanged between the group, and the spokesman decided it was a good time to take some 


questions. 


Eric had some of his own. 


It was about then he spaced out, half-listening, half-staring at Paul, who looked astoundingly pretty in his 
feathery getup and Starchild makeup. 


His face was perfect. Red heart-shaped lips, huge doe-eyes a darker chocolate than Hershey. Tight midnight 
curls that wound their way around his perfectly-molded face, and around Eric's heart. Paul was the definition 
of beautiful, and Eric wanted no more than to be able to caress that perfect face of his and have Paul smile 
and lean in and press those gorgeous lips to- 


‘Its really exciting to have Eric now, because it's another member of the family." 


Eric smiled brightly, pretending that he hadn't been spaced out farther than Ace for the past five minutes, 


even happier now that the makeup made his blush secret to him only. 


The rest of the interview was a blur to him, and maybe it wasn't right to fantasize about Paul while sitting in 


front of a room full of children, but he couldn't help it. The other man was just so. delicious. 


As they walked out of the show through the aisle in the crowd, Eric could've sworn Paul touched his hand on 


purpose. 


He became even more sure once they were fully out, when Paul slapped him on the ass and told him he had 


done great. 


"Thanks," he had choked out, but not even the white makeup could fully cover his flushed cheeks. Paul chuckled 


and started to walk off towards their limos. 

It was the same as always. 

Gene with Paul. 

Ace with Eric. 

Same routine. 

Eric was desperate for change. 

The limos dropped them off at the hotel, which was packed. And also one of the only hotels around. 
For the first time in years, the band was forced to share ordinary second-floor rooms. 


"Eric's with me; Gene, go with Ace." Paul barked the orders, sounding a bit harsher than probably intended. 


Eric cocked an eyebrow. Paul always went with Gene. It was just how they worked. 
He did not protest, though, and merely followed Paul into what their room would be. 
"One bed?" Paul gasped, rolling his eyes as Eric closed the door behind him. 


"IIl sleep on the floor, or in a chair, if you'd rather." Eric immediately offered, unconsciously treating Paul as a 


king. 

Paul scoffed. 

"What do you think you are, dirt? We're sleeping together- |, mean, sharing the bed." 
Paul just barely scraped by with that one. 

"Well, okay. As long as you don't mind me being in only underwear." 

"That's fine. I'll just be in sweatpants." 

Eric nodded, sitting on what was now claimed as his side of the bed. 

He glanced over at the clock on the wall. 


"Well, it's already pretty late. l'm gonna take a quick shower and then go ahead and see if | can catch up on 


sleep." 


"lIl go to bed when you do." Paul replied quickly, and Eric sensed there was something the vocalist wasn't telling 


him, but he didn't press any further. 
Eric trotted off into the bathroom, glad to be free of the heat of Paul's gaze. 


He stripped off his clothes and turned the shower head on, hopping in once the water was warm enough. He 


ran his fingers through his hair, squirting some shampoo into his palm and going at his huge head of hair. 
Paul was seated cross-legged on his side of the bed, heart racing. What was this feeling? Why now? 
Maybe Eric wouldn't be cold like the others were in bed. 


He ran a hand through his hair, choosing that he would just shower in the morning since Eric was taking so 


long and using all the hot water. 


Or maybe it had only been ten minutes and Paul was just freaking out? 


He glanced at the clock. 
Yeah, it had only been ten minutes. 
Paul heard the water shut off, and felt the butterflies arise in his stomach. Why was he feeling these nerves? 


Eric returned to the bed wearing just a towel tied tightly around his midsection, body still lightly dripping with 


water. Paul found himself practically drooling. 


Eric went ahead and removed the towel, facing away from Paul, doing his best to ignore the other man's eyes 


searing into his backside as the singer removed his own shirt and changed. 


There was a pang of regret when Eric realized he had only packed boxer briefs, and nothing would be hidden, 


but he slipped into them and snuck under the covers anyway. 

Paul slid into the bed a moment after, but not before flicking the lights off. 

There were a few seconds of awkward silence, too afraid to speak or even shuffle in bed dare it creak. 
Paul bit his lip. 

"Hey, Eric?" 

Eric flipped on his side, facing Paul. 

"Would you mind if l. uh.” 


Paul's voice trailed off, leaving his body to do the talking as he snuggled up flush against Eric's body. When the 


older man did not protest, a leg was swung around his hip. 

"| like to cuddle. Close. No one ever lets me though." 

"| like to cuddle, too." Eric whispered, placing a hand on Paul's back - landing on his ass on accident. 
"Shit, I'm sorry." Eric quickly apologized, blushing as he moved the hand to Paul's exposed lower back. 
"It was alright." Paul whispered. 

The intensity in the room doubled, and a breathtaking silence took place. 

Eric's hand moved back down involuntarily, Paul guiding it. 


Eric sucked in his breath. 


Paul closed his eyes, inhaling the scent of freshly-showered Eric. 
Eric buried his nose in Paul's curly hair, smiling softly. 
"Goodnight, Eric." 

"G'night, Paul." 


And for that moment, it was bliss. Until morning, when he had to let go. 


Four 


Time was soaring by. 

Paul buried his face in his hands, curled up in his bed. 

1980. 

It never had hit him that this was a new decade. 

And now it was, like a brick to the face, a train to the teeth. 

It wasn't the 10's anymore, and Kiss was at a standstill. The four solo albums in late ‘18 had flopped, except 
for Ace's: goddammit. And then, Dynasty, what should've been their comeback in 719, was marked a sellout. 


Paul loved | Was Made For Lovin’ You, why didn't anyone else? 


And now, Unmasked, the album that they ironically did not unmask on, was being called a horrible album. ‘Too 


poppy’, the reviewers said. ‘This is not classic Kiss’. 
Well, there hasn't been classic Kiss since |971. 
Kiss was the king of the 10's. But their crown was slipping. 


Paul could feel Kiss sliding out of his grasp. Their producer was pushing them to do something new, something 
fresh: anyone he spoke to about the next album said the same. 


And the same idea had been spat at him by those same people. 

Make a concept album. 

Make the next Tommy. 

Paul didn't write "concept" albums. He wanted to play rock n’ roll. At least Ace agreed with him on that point. 


Gene was distracted. He wanted to use his newfound fame as The Demon to make him an actor. But with the 


makeup on, it would give him away. He'd have to wait. 
But the dreams still existed. 


And when Gene brought up his idea for a movie to the producer, who was pushing for a concept album, the 


man took the idea and ran with it. 


And Paul had let it happen. 
Jesus fuck. 
This might possibly be the worst idea ever, but Paul put his faith into it. Maybe it would turn out like Tommy. 


The hardest part was writing to fill a theme. Paul was used to writing whatever flowed naturally - and that 


was usually something about girls. 
Quite ironic that his main interest was in the other gender. 
This isn't what Eric had expected when he auditioned for Kiss. 


The Fox sat on his bed, staring at the patterned cover. Led Zeppelin's Going To California played softly out of 


his record player in the corner of the room. 

Made up my mind to make a new start, going to California with an aching in my heart. 
Eric sighed. 

He wasn't ready for the record to end. 

The drummer shrugged. 


He still had seven minutes. 

| think | might be sinking. 

Throw me a line if | reach it in time 

I'll meet you up there where the path 

Runs straight and high. 

He ran a hand through his hair, closing his eyes and flopping back on his bed. 
The amount of awkwardness between Eric and Paul had doubled and tripled since. 


The amount of wanton Eric felt when he laid eyes on Paul owning the stage every night was overpowering. 


Paul wished he could turn around and watch Eric drum every show, but that wasn't what being a frontman 


was about. 
If he wanted to watch, he could go be a roadie like that Tommy kid. 


He almost felt bad for the guy. He didn't have his own band, not yet, and actually was a talented guitarist. But 


he was stuck roadying Ace's things every show. And every time Ace didn't show up on time, the kid had to get 


in Ace's costume in case he was so hammered he didn't make it. 
Ace's drinking habits were becoming a problem, but Paul was determined for them not to be his. 


On one show this tour, Ace had actually knocked Tommy out after seeing him in his costume. Like they had 


anything more rational to do! 


Paul sighed, pulling his legs onto the bed and crossing them, hands ending up in his lap, soft hair falling in front 
of his face. 


Paul never saw himself as ‘beautiful. 


He saw The Starchild as beautiful, of course, because he was. But once the makeup was off, he was just 


regular old Stanley Eisen, a scared kid from Manhattan with insecurities up and down. 

Who he was on stage was one person. A made up person. A character. 

He remembered watching movies about heroes wearing masks. That's what he had wanted to be as a kid. 
A hero with a mask. 

Mask, check. 

Hero? 

Maybe to some, but Paul would never see himself as a hero. 

He didn't want to be Stanley anymore. 

Ever. 


He wanted to carry that persona off the stage with him. He wanted to be The Starchild forever. He never 
wanted to let that character go. 


He hid behind his hair. 
Always had, always would 
Once he had grown it out as a kid, he never put it up. 


It was because of his ear. It was deformed. His right ear was barely a nub, and he was deaf on that side. He 


never told anyone. 


Gene knew because Paul trusted Gene. Ace, on the other hand, knew because he had spotted Paul with his hair 


pulled back. 
Eric didn't know. Paul begged to tell him, but he couldn't bring himself to. 


But now, Paul used his hair to not only hide his ear, but to hide himself. As much of himself as possible, 


because he was scared. 

He was terrified. 

Of judgement, of disgust, of hatred. 

Paul had dealt with that enough in his life. He didn't want more. He didn't know if he could take more. 
These were irrational fears, Paul knew, but that didn't matter to him. He knew the fans would support him 
whether he could hear in both ears or only one. But the screams and cries of, ‘Monster!’ from the other 
children were all too burned into his memories to tell anyone. 

He wished he wasn't so scared. 

What do you even have to be insecure about? You're Paul fucking Stanley. 

But that was just the problem. 

Maybe what he needed was someone to care for him. To tell him there wasn't anything to be afraid of. 


The closest person he had to that was Gene, and the bassist was his best friend Not his lover. 


Eric was slipping into his heart, but Paul wouldn't accept that. No one was allowed to win him over so easily. 


That wasn't fair. 
But it was happening. 


Maybe he could express his frustration through his writing. 


The Elder, Music From The Elder. 


Five 


Paul sighed, laying his head on his desk in front of him, a notebook open to the first page. A few sentences 


were written down, some initial sketches to what possibly could be a song. 
Through the luminescent night 

On beams of neon light 

You and | in winged flight 

As we cross the starry sea, powered by what we see 


Now and then, the victory. 


Paul wasn't in love with it, and wasn't sure that he wanted to use it on the album. He didn't see how any of 


this would sound like normal, "classic", Kiss. 


This was supposed to be their comeback record after the wreck they'd gotten themselves into since after 
qni. 


‘Maybe we have to try something completely different, Gene had said. Paul didn't feel like that was right, but 


Gene's choices had pulled them out of tough times before. Going with it may save their career. 
It was blatantly obvious to Paul who the lyrics were about 

He didnt understand how Gene hadn't seen through it when he was here, just an hour or so ago. 
"These are great, Paull Trust yourself, you know how to write a song’ 

Alright. He could write a song 


He sat up straight and grabbed his pen again. 


Another day, another bottle. 
Another down. 


He strummed the Sunburst Les Paul in his lap, strap situated around his shoulders, groaning when he finally 


noticed how out-of-tune it was. 
He couldn't bring himself to tune it, though, not even by ear. 


Deft fingers darted along the fret board, pushing weakly at worn steel strings. 


His hair fell over his face, but he didn't need to see, so he closed his eyes and let his hands do the talking. 


It was a riff he noticed that he was playing. To Deuce, specifically. It was his favorite song off their debut 


album, and still remained his favorite song to play live. 


He didn't know what this next project they were working on was supposed to be. He didn’t dare call it an album. 
But a project. An experiment. 


It was not rock n roll 

And Ace didn't like that. 

The Spaceman sighed softly over his instrument, hands falling on top of its body. 

He wasn't looking forward to going to the studio tonight. 

He was, though, looking forward to the next bottle, which sat neatly next to his crossed legs. 


With a soft breath and a shake of his head, he sat back and removed the guitar from around his body. He 
grabbed the bottle and popped it open with a soft crack. 


The delicious burn found its way down his throat, and he smiled at the familiar taste. 
Paul would be yelling at him now until his throat was sore. 

Ace couldn't find a reason to care. 

He laid back on his bed, surrounded by all he needed. 


A guitar and a bottle. 


No walls, no ceiling, no floor. 

Falling, but slowly. 

Floating. 

An eternal blackness surrounded him. 


Slowly, his eyes adjusted. Twinkling spots of glistening silver appeared throughout the black wave. Then, a 


sphere of gold and purple. 

A planet. 

A dream, he realized, as he floated involuntarily towards the newly-generated planet. 

It was getting warmer and warmer as he got closer, almost as if the heat was burning off his skin. 
Everything went white. 

Ace woke up with a gasp, sitting up immediately and quickly glancing around his surroundings. 

Back in his room, alone. Like usual. 

He sighed softly, one hand moving up to pinch the bridge of his nose. 

He took a quick look at the clock. 


He had missed the studio time. 


"Why does he always fucking do this?!" 


Paul was storming about the studio, leaving Gene and Eric to watch in silence. The singer paused, burying his 
face in his hands. 


"Does he even realize who we are? Who he is? It's like he doesn't care!" 


Eric bit his lip, avoiding Paul's seething gaze. Gene folded his arms and Eric sensed The Demon was about to 


strike. 


"We know he cares. It's the fucking alcohol that's the problem, and its the one thing he won't put down! Maybe 


you should take action, Paulie, instead of screaming about it to us! 
Paul brushed away some curled hair that had fallen in front of his face. 
"We know what the problem is, Gene. Fuck me for being angry.” 

Gene rolled his eyes at Paul's diva-ish tone. 


"You're such a bitch sometimes." 


Im the bitch? Are you fucking kidding-" 


"Please, stop!" Eric jumped in, slapping a hand over his mouth after. He should know better than to interrupt 


when not wanted. 

But the duo paused for a moment, glaring over at The Fox. 

"Are you defending Ace?" Gene growled, and Eric regretting butting in even more. 
"| never said that- | just-" 


"You've said enough." Paul hissed, and Eric bit his lip roughly, feeling tears well in his eyes. He knew better than 
to fight. They had the power to kick him out whenever they wanted. 


"Okay." 


Eric scurried out of the room, wiping the tears that now were streaming down his face. He hated seeing Paul 


angry, and he hated being yelled at 

He couldn't let them know he was crying, so he sobbed silently against the door outside their room. 
"Paul, that wasn't necessary. He can speak without you chopping his head of f-" 

"Just, shut up! Fuck, do any of you ever shut up?" 

"Stanley!" Gene shouted, standing up and grabbing Paul by the collar of his shirt 

Paul faltered at the use of his birth name, biting his lip as he tried not to scream in Gene's face. 
"You. Need to take. A fucking breath 

Paul did so. He didn't feel any better. 


Gene put Paul down in a seat, then sat next to him. Paul curled up with his head in Gene's lap. Being close to 
people always helped. 


‘lm sorry." 
Gene ran his hand through Paul's hair, chuckling softly. 


"IFs alright, l'm used to your temper-tantrums, Princess. Its Eric who you should be apologizing to. You made 


the poor kid cry." 


"| did?" Paul sat up immediately, sliding out of the chair and trotting out the door. He shut it behind him again. 
"Eric?" 


Eric glanced up from his spot sitting against the wall. His eyes were red and puffy, cheeks flushed, and Paul 
felt a strong wave of regret pass through him. 


Paul crouched down with him, putting an arm around the drummer. 


"I'm sorry about yelling at you." The singer whispered in his ear, pressing a kiss to the smaller boy's temple 


after. It made Eric blush and crack a smile. 

"l-it's alright." The drummer cleared his throat, chuckling softly. "I suppose | should get used to it" 

"Oh gosh, please, I'm not usually like that, | don't want us to be like that-" 

"Us?" Eric raised an eyebrow. 

‘|. |, uh. Us. Our, f-friendship. Yeah." Paul was suddenly being taken apart. "Well, we should get back in and make 
use of the time we have left! Maybe he'll even show up before the hour's done." Paul grinned falsely and 


bounced back to his feet, helping Eric up after. 


Eric yanked Paul into a tight hug, pressing his lips to Paul's cheek momentarily before pulling away as if it had 


never happened. 
Their hands involuntarily clasped together. 


Paul let go when he reached to open the door. 


Six 


Paul was yelling again. 

Eric slid his back down the wall, sitting on the floor. Gene had taken the only chair in the room. 
Then, a new sound. 

Ace? Yelling? 

Ace didn't yell. He never yelled. He just stared, and occasionally laughed when being lectured. 


"You absolute morons! You're driving Kiss off a cliff with these stupid albums! Just play rock nv roll, it's what 


the fans want-" 

"You absolute moron! I'd fire you right now-" 

"But you can't! And | can't walk out on this circus, either, so | guess we're stuck!" 

"You're fired the minute our tenth album comes out and this contract is done!" 

"You don't need to fire me, I'll be quitting the second it's released" 

The door flung open, and Ace stormed out, practically fuming out of his ears. He stomped out of the studio. 
Eric bit his lip, fighting every urge to go after his friend. 


Music From "The Elder" was possibly the worst album they'd ever put out, according to the critics and the 


fans. 

Everyone hated it. 

Eric felt like this sudden decline in Kiss was his fault. 
It's because I'm not Peter, right?" 

Gene raised an eyebrow over at the drummer. 
"Huh?" 


"That's why everything is going wrong. It's because l'm not the original drummer. l'm not Peter Criss, and l'm 


the reason Kiss is dying-" 


"Kiss is not dying, and it's not your fault that this album didn't turn out as well as we planned." 
"Nothing is turning out as planned!" Eric cried, hiding his face between his knees. "Ace is fucking leaving." 


"We knew itd happen eventually." Gene growled, rolling his eyes. "He can barely play when he's drunk, which is 


always, and he's always late." 
"Just leave him alone.” Eric sighed, leaning back against the wall and folding his arms. 
"What? He isn't here to hear it, and it's not like he doesn't deserve to have some reality knocked into him-" 


"Gene, for fuck's sake, shut up!" Eric growled, standing up and heading out of the studio room. He needed some 


fresh air. 

Eric paused before trotting down the stairs, though, and listened to what would happen next before exiting. 
The Fox could hear Gene groan as he most likely stood up. 

"Paul, come out here." 

Light footsteps. 

"What?" 

His voice was weak, and shivering. Was he crying? 

"Paul, why are you crying." 

Gene's voice was flat, uninterested. It sounded like this was routine. 

"You know why." 

"Mhm. You need to stop getting so worked up over something we can't change." 
"We're never gonna find a replacement for him." 

"Come here." 

There was silence. 


Someone started sniffling, but it was muffled by clothing. A hug. 


Eric headed down the stairs and outside. He had heard all he could manage. 


It seemed like this would be the ideal time for a smoke, but Eric didn't smoke. Ace did, though, and was leaning 


against a pole with a cigarette pinned between his lips. 


Eric wanted so badly to say something, but he couldn't bring himself to. So he stayed there by the doorway, 
and stared at the bench his friend stood beside. 


"Aren't you gonna say hello?" Ace's dry humor wafted over to Eric, followed by a chuckle. 
"Hello." 

Eric sat on the bench, looking up at the guitarist. 

"I'm sorry about Paul." 

It's fine. He blows his top on me all the time." 

"He sounded serious about kicking you out, though." Eric murmured worriedly. 

"And | was serious about quitting.’ 

Eric snapped his head up to Ace, who calmly took another drag of his cigarette. 

The Spaceman only raised an eyebrow at him. 

"l. oh." 

"My time here has run its course. There's no place for me in this - no offense - psycho circus.” 
"None taken, but-" 

"Don't. I'm done here. If Paul wants me out, Gene wants me out. If Gene wants me out, I'm out" 
Ace exhaled smoke from between chapped lips. 

"But | won't go with their permission, which is why l'm leaving." 


"What's the contract that you mentioned, though?" Eric questioned, patting for Ace to sit by him on the 
bench. He did so. 


"Well, its our record deal. Ten albums with at least three of the original members." 


Ace tossed the smoking stick to the ground and stomped it out with the toe of his Converse. 
"And Peter is gone. 

"Yep. So it's all on me to make sure they get paid’ 

"You could leave anyway, though? And everything would get fucked up 


"Right again. You're a lot smarter than they makes you out to be, kid" Ace chuckled, ironically poking fun at 
the drummer. Ace always called Eric the smartest of the band. 


The drummer bit his lip, eyes low. 
| don't want you to go." 


He was aware how pouty it sounded, but he didn't care. Ace was one of his best friends. He couldn't lose him 


to some petty fight. 
"You won't lose me. Promise." 
Eric glanced up at him doubttully. 


"Listen, kid. Paul and Gene don't own you. Just because I'm not in the band, and they kind of hate my guts, 


doesn't mean that we can't still be best friends." 

There was an arm around Eric's shoulders, and he smiled sadly. 

"Okay?" Ace grinned convincingly. 

"Okay." 

"You should get back in there. They need you." 

"No, actually, they really need you." Eric laughed at his own sick joke. 
Ace's laughter always brightened his day, and this time was no different. 


"A'ight, Lilt Caesar. Get in there and knock ‘em dead." Ace patted him once on the back, then stood and started 


walking out to the parking lot where his car was. 
"Bye." Eric whispered. 


Ace didn't hear him. He was off in another world. 


The Fox's gaze landed on the snubbed-out cancer-stick on the ground next to his foot. He swore in his head to 


never smoke. 

"Eric?" 

He stiffened at the sound of Paul's voice drifting out from the front door. 

"Yeah?" He turned, standing up. As he got closer, he noticed how red and puffy Paul's eyes were. 
"Did he leave?" 


Eric nodded, pulling Paul into a quick, comforting hug before heading back inside. Gene was in the same lonely 


chair as before, his bass snugly set in his lap as he strummed. 
Eric and Paul went into the room where he and Ace had fought earlier. 


"Hey, take a breath, alright? You look like you're about to pass out." Eric laughed softly, sitting down on the 
black leather sofa in front of the table. Paul plopped down beside him, laying over top of Eric's lap. 


"He just frustrates me so much. | don't know how I've dealt with him for this long. | don't know how long l'm 


going to be able to." Paul confessed, closing his eyes as he rested his head on the worn armrest. 
Eric let his hands sit on Paul's soft belly, unable to make eye contact. 

"Don't worry, it won't be much longer." Eric whispered. 

Paul opened his eyes in a slight panic, staring up at the drummer. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

Silence. 

Paul was getting tired of the awkwardness either he or Eric always spawned between them. 

‘lm sorry this keeps happening." 

"What?" 


"This- this, silence. l- fuck. Never mind" Paul cut off his own thought, closing his eyes and enjoying the 
warmth of Eric's skilled hands on his body. 


Eric shut his eyes as well, leaning back against the couch. 
"| feel like I'm gonna fall asleep, Eric." 

"Go ahead, Paul. l'm here." 

Eric sucked in his bottom lip. 

"l'Il protect you. Always." 


That was all Paul needed. 


Seven 


What they needed was a saving grace. 

A real comeback, this time. 

An album to finish off their contract strong. 

"Strong guitar. Huge drums. Lots of bass." 

This album was going to be the heaviest they'd ever done. 
And Eric had never been more ready. 

Well, almost. 


Paul wasn't ready to find a new guitarist. He wasn’t supposed to be, anyway. But here he was, setting up a 


date and time for an audition. 

Ace refused to play on the album. He was still in the band, and he couldn't leave. He would be on the cover. 
He just wouldn't play on it. 

Simple. 

So Paul needed a replacement, and he needed one fast. 


And after hours of listening to guitarists play, he and Gene finally settled on a man by the name of Vincent 


Cusano. And his stage name would be Vinnie Vincent. 
Oh gosh, there's fifteen minutes before the show. 
Paul was throwing together a makeup design moments before a show on the newbie's face. 


The Ankh Warrior. Yeah, that sounded good. 


"You'll do great." Paul assured the man, who turned around to stare at himself in the mirror, trying 


desperately to memorize what his new makeup looked like so he could do it himself the following night. 
A gold ankh on his face, following his eyebrows and down his nose. Black lips, black winged eyeliner. 


Simple. 


It felt like sin to have Ace be in their music videos while Vinnie sat to the side, uncredited. 
And not the good sin 


Paul crossed one leg over the other as he watched back the video for | Love It Loud yet again. A Gene 
dominated song, it matched the heaviness the rest of the album was putting out. 


Creatures of the Night. 

It was a catchy name, with a catchy song to match. 

And so it was. 

The nine-song LP clocked in at just under 40 minutes, but finally, Eric had something to be proud of. 


"This marks the beginning of a new era of Kiss." Paul had told him, taking Eric's hand in his own. "And it's all 


because of you." 
Eric didn't really believe that, but it was rice that Paul tried. 


Eric had taken a liking to Vinnie, as he did to everyone, but for the first time, he wasn't sure if the guitarist 
returned the friendship. 


Vinnie was confusing to Eric. He was quiet, but quickly became enraged and would fight when he couldn't get 


his way. He was hot and cold at the same time, and yet both sides burned Eric at the touch. 


Paul was becoming more and more secluded, as if his confidence was being drained. His normally sharp tongue 


had been considerably dulled, and Eric wondered if someone had done something to put him down 


As the time passed, Eric began to notice Paul going downhill at a rapid pace. Bright eyes turned dark, cared- 
for-and-carefully-styled hair turned messy and unkept. 


Maybe touring was wearing on him? 


They had been going for two months already, with two more ahead of them in North America, and then a few 


dates in South America. 
"Paul?" 


The singer flopped over in bed. 


Ever since that first night two years ago, Paul had always shared the room with Eric. 
Even when they didn't have to. 
"Are you okay?" 


Paul let the question hang in the air, grateful for the darkness that hid his quivering bottom lip. He quickly 


adjusted his hair to cover his ear again. 

"Yeah, l'm fine. Are you okay?" 

Eric snorted, pulling Paul in close. 

‘I'm alright. But it's you who's not been lookin’ real good" Eric pressed his point. 

"Hey, back off, Little Caesar." Paul scoffed, but snuggled in to the smaller man's chest as he was pulled near. 
After his nose had reclaimed its special spot against Eric's neck, Paul allowed their bodies to mold together, as 
they always had. 

It was a strange kind of friendship. 

Eric's hands found their way down Paul's back, stopping where they felt necessary, where they always stopped. 
Eric was the only one Paul allowed to touch there. 

Eric closed his eyes, inhaling the scent that was Paul and Paul alone, before remembering his goal. 

"Paulie, love. Talk to me. What's got you down?" 

Paul blushed, just like he always did when Eric used ‘pet names’ on him. 

‘Its nothing, Foxy, really." 

"Don't you start" Eric chuckled, feeling Paul's lips press a dry kiss to his Adam's Apple. 

Paul made a sound that could've passed for a giggle, leaning back and allowing himself to be held against Eric. 


"IFs just- this tour. We've sold barely anything out, Eric. This album is one of our best, and we haven't even 


toured in America for three fucking years-" 


Eric pressed his lips to Paul's forehead, who inhaled deeply. 


"And my pick hit the floor back in Kentucky. I'll never forget that. It went over the audience." 


"Maybe the show tomorrow night in Detroit will be better." Eric suggested, stroking Paul's hair. It always 


calmed him down. 

"| just wish we could fix this - whatever this is. | want to go back and change whatever we did wrong." 

"| know, sweetie. | know." 

Paul spent the next few minutes just breathing in Eric's scent. Heart-shaped lips pressed a couple flittering 
kisses to Eric's neck before Paul returned to his snuggle-spot. Eric felt Paul's thigh drape over his hip, and his 
hand was guided to it. A cute smile broke Paul's lips, and Eric couldn't help the crackling high-pitched noise that 
slipped out. 

Oh, do | love you. 

The words stuck in Eric's throat like brambles, and no matter how hard he tried, the strings pulling them back 


into his stomach would not give him leave to let them escape his lips. So they stayed there, thorns in his 


throat, for another day, and then another. 


Denial. 

No, this isn't happening. 

Paul curled up in his bed, hands tugging at his hair. 

Well there's a light in your eye that keeps shining. 

All it took was the In Through The Out Door record that he borrowed from Eric to make his whole world 
come crashing down. Everyone knew Eric was a die-hard Led Zeppelin fan, and he constantly told Paul that 
their 7719 album was amazing. 

He decided he might as well give it a try. 

Like a star that can't wait for the night. 

Oh, what a mistake. 


Or was it in his fortune? 


| hate to think I've been blinded, baby. 


It was Fool In The Rain that made Paul realize the inevitable. 

He was completely, utterly, hopelessly in love with Eric. 

When can | see you tonight? 

Paul sat up in bed, running his hands over his shorts and smoothing them out. 

He couldn't believe this was happening. Him? In love? Bullshit. 

And the warmth of your smile starts a-burnin'. 

Although it was reality knocking on his door, Paul was convinced it would go away if he didn't believe it. 
Besides, Eric was not interested in guys. Paul knew it. All they had was a close friendship. Real close. 
And the thrill of your touch gives me fright. 


So close that they could hold each other and plaster kisses on their bodies. Anywhere but the lips, though. 
Never the lips. 


The line between friendship and something more was so blurred that Paul couldn't decipher whether it was in 


front of them or behind. 
And l'm shaking so much, really yearning. 
The overwhelming sickness in his gut hit Paul like a brick. He was going to throw up. 


The singer jumped out of bed, flinging open a window and inhaling the fresh, cool autumn air. It didn't help the 


heaviness now weighing on his chest, squeezing the breath out of him. 
Why don't you show up, make it all right? 

How could he ever face Eric again? 

Fuck, Paul. Put yourself together. You've got to get out of this. 

Yeah, it's all right. 


He felt like he was sinking, deeper and deeper, into an ocean of blackness. His breathing was getting heavy as he 
closed his eyes. 


Just a fool waitin’ on the wrong block. 


Eight 

What Ace didn't realize was that there was more than just "ten albums" in that contract he had signed in 1913. 
Sitting in a studio, alone. Just him and his guitar. 

He had been writing material. Good material. 

Material that would've suited Kiss well in the early IT10's. 

Material that Kiss refused to play today. 


But Ace found his hands bound once more, and not only because of money. He was unable to put out any solo 
music until Kiss put out I5 albums. They had only just passed IO when Creatures of the Night was released. 


He could only hope the record company counted Alive! and Alive Il. That would put Kiss at twelve. 


Unfortunately, their old schedule of an album every six months had gone out the window since 1119, if you 
counted the four solo albums in 1118. 


And The Spaceman was still tied to Kiss. There was one video left to be released, and then he could be free. 
Finally. 

Ace was dying to write with the help of an old friend. Eric, specifically. 

Yet, the poor kid was already completely wrapped up in writing the next album. 

Kiss moved fast and never did anything halfway. 


Eric was currently in Brazil, playing the first of the three shows in South America. And Ace thought the June 
in New York was hot. He had no idea. 


Their biggest show ever. 250,000 people. Eric grinned out at the screaming fans, who were holding up signs 


with various sayings and lyrics or waving their hands in the air. 


The drummer waved from his spot at the edge of the stage, watching as Paul blew a kiss to a particularly 
passionate group of fans to the right. 


Eric never wanted to come down from the high that came from playing live. 


Playing for hundreds of thousands of smiling people, and every one knew his name and every one knew the 


lyrics. 


On the other side of the world, another young man was playing his heart out to a cheering audience, however 


smaller. 

He was tall and thin, his blonde hair curled and fluffed, neatly taken care of for the first time in years. A 
roadying side job with the hottest band on earth long forgotten, he was finally following his dreams of being a 
guitarist. 

The band was Black 'N Blue, and the venue was The Chance. 

They were playing cover gigs to gather enough money to rent a studio and get a producer. The guitarist was 
firing through one of the only originals they played, Hold On To 18, which also doubled as the sets closer. It had 
become a crowd-favorite. 

He grinned out at the small crowd, brushing a stray curl out of his eye. 

"Great work tonight, Tommy." Jaime patted the guitarist on the shoulder before heading off backstage. 


Tommy smiled, always a little lopsided to the left. 


He found himself back in their hotel room not much later, lying flat against the stiff mattress, his guitar 


across his lap. 

He was strumming lazily, a riff that would later become Chains Around Heaven 

There was a knock on the door, and Tommy sat up, guitar landing softly on the blanket. 

"Hey, TT" 

Patrick trotted into the hotel room, a little grin plastered to his lips. 

"What's up with that smug look?" Tommy chuckled, patting the spot next to him on the bed for Patrick to sit. 
"Nothing, man. | was just thinkin’ - what if we really made it big? One day?" 

Tommy flopped back on the bed, laughing softly. 

"Hell, | don't know ‘Trick | have no idea." 

"You were closer to it than we ever were. Or probably will be" The other man pointed out, frowning. 


"Don't say that." Tommy scolded, rolling his eyes playfully. "Of course we're gonna make it. Just wait until our 


first album." 

Patrick looked doubtful. Tommy bit his lip. 

"We're gonna be like the New York Dolls. Kickin’ since day one." The guitarist pressed. 
"We're on, like, day five hundred" 

Tommy scoffed. 

"That doesn't matter.” 

The bassist didn't reply, only laying back and resting his head on Tommy's stomach. 
After a long while, he spoke. 

"TTP" 

"Yeah, ‘Trick?" 

"Do you have IV in your suitcase?" 

"Always do." 

"Put it on, please." 


Tommy gently removed Patrick from his body, trotting over and digging the record out of his case. He placed 
it on the record player provided by the hotel. 


"What song?" 
"You know." 


Tommy plopped the needle down on the last track of the first side. Soft plucking emerged from the low-budget 
speaker, quiet but heavy, overflowing with emotion Patrick smiled as Tommy joined him back on the bed. 


"There's a lady who's sure all that glitters is gold and she's buying a stairway to heaven" 
Patrick found himself with his head in Tommy's lap, his friend running fingers through his brunette hair. 
"You wanna stay here with me tonight?" 


"Yeah." 


"Hey, Eric- wait" 


Eric paused where he was, in the doorway to the bunks. The bus hit a bump and groans were heard from 


inside Eric's destination. 
"Somethin wrong, Paul?" 
The singer shook his head, but reached out a hand. 


"Stay with me. | want your input while | write. It won't be long, | promise." Paul's voice faltered at the end. 


"Well, if you aren't dead on your feet." 


lm not" Eric replied quickly, trotting over to where Paul was seated on a stool in the small kitchen, journal 


open and resting on the bar. Eric hopped onto the stool next to him. 
"Okay." Paul smiled softly, leaning over and pressing a kiss to Eric's cheek now that they were alone. 
The bus was dark besides the light above the bar, and the brightness seeping out from where the driver was. 


Eric liked how the light spilled onto Paul's hand as he jotted things down, and he liked the little glances and 


smiles the other man shot at him. 
"So, what are you working on now?" The drummer questioned, one hand finding its way around Paul's shoulders. 


The younger man blushed, biting his lip and reminding himself once again that although he and Eric were 


affectionate, it wasn't real. None of it could be real. 
"Its called Exciter. | don't have a lot, but it's kind of, hmm, more. disco- themed? | dunno. But | like it.” 
Eric peered into the journal, reading. 


Passion and fire, lust and desire, exciter 


Pleasure and pain whisper my name, exciter. 
"It looks like you've got somethin’ there." Eric chuckled. "Can you sing it?" 
"Not now!" Paul giggled, motioning to the bunks. "But | can hum what I've got for you." 


And he went ahead and did so, and Eric nodded. 


"| love it. Do you have anything else?" 


Paul nodded, flipping a few pages. 

"Yep. My favorite so far is Lick It Up, but I've got two more, called Gimme More and A Million To One." Paul 
smiled widely. "And | know Gene's been writing with Vinnie, and honestly, | think this will all be ready by 
September." 


Eric cocked his head to the left, biting his lip. 


"Do you think you could look at something I've been working on tomorrow? | wrote it with Led Zeppelin in mind. 


It's called All Hell's Breaking Loose." 

Paul grinned. 

"Sure thing. | know it'll be great." 

Eric smiled, a blush tinting his cheeks in the pale light. 
"By the way, how'd you like In Through The Out Door?" 
Paul hummed to himself a moment before replying. 


"| loved it" 


Nine 
Eric wasn't ready for what Gene suggested. 
"Take off the makeup". 


He had to admit, even with the greatness of Creatures Of The Night, the world wasn't paying attention to Kiss 
anymore. Taking it off might just be the real boost they needed for all eyes to be back on them. 


It seemed that even Paul had evolved past his mask, and was ready to remove it once and for all 
So they did 

Eric stared down at himself, scowling. He hated this outfit. His legs looked so bad. 

The drummer glanced around the Lick It Up video set. Then he stared back down at the sky-blue tank top, 


layered with another shirt, and the green cargo pants that did no good to his body. And especially not with the 


boots he was wearing. 


He had complained to Paul before that his feet looked tiny but his friend had waved it off: "You look hot no 
matter what they put you in". 


Flattered, but still mad. 


Even now, with Paul's hand giving his hip a little squeeze, gentle words being whispered in his ear, his 


insecurities couldn't be calmed and his frustration with his body grew. 

‘| can't wait for this to be over." 

"Shh. You'll be behind the kit soon" 

"What the fuck, Paul? They're just gonna film us walking for five minutes?" 

The singer rolled his eyes. 

"Yes, exactly. Be a dear and deal with it, please?" 

There was a kiss pressed to his cheek and then Paul was gone, trotting off to go find Gene and Vinnie. 
And Eric was left to stare down at his feet again 


It was late 1983, and it seemed Paul's September suggestion had been correct. Their newest album, Lick It Up, 


would be released on September |8, and the video for the title track would be published on the same day. 


Things weren't going in Eric's favor this album. All Hell's Breakin’ Loose had been swiftly changed from what he 


wrote, morphing from a Zeppelin-inspired track to a rap-rock fusion 


Eric had to admit, it helped the song get on the album and even became the second single. So it was okay. He 


was still credited as the main writer. 

Over on another hemisphere, Tommy found himself staring at the front of a new building. 
Germany. 

It was the best studio available to them. Dierks Studios in Stommeln. 


He wasn't entirely okay with staying in West Germany for over two months, but he could learn to deal. He'd 
have to, if things went the way they hoped. World tours would be coming. 


Tommy had even taken the time to learn a little German. Turns out libraries were good for something after all. 
They should be out before the end of April, the producer had said, with a release date sometime in August. 
Tommy promised himself he'd get used to world touring someday. 

There was a hand tugging on his free one, the other taken by his guitar case. 

"C'mon! I'm not gonna be late because you wanted to take in the scenery." Jeff grinned. 


"Oh, fuck off, Woop. We've still got five minutes." Tommy grumbled, embarrassed that he had been holding 
them up. 


"Better early than on time." Jaime chuckled, patting Tommy on the back with a wink before leading the way 
through the front doors. 


Tommy ended up following last, just behind Pete, who was carrying his personal cymbals to use on the rented 


drum kit 

The guitarist didn't understand it. Ten songs to record, and they needed two months in the studio? 

He ran a hand through his curled, blonde locks, biting his lip as he glanced around his new surroundings. 
All five members of the band crammed into an elevator, taking it to the third floor. 


"Okay, it says on this paper that our producer is gonna be waitin’ for us in room 84." Jaime read off, the 


person in charge of holding the paper because he didn't have to carry any instruments. 


Tommy had been in a studio building once before, when he had to help Kiss out not too long ago. Ace hadn't 
shown up and they needed a lead guitarist to play. Why not call the roadie, right? 


They ended up rerecording it with Ace, but at least they knew who he was. Tommy hadn't take a true liking to 
anyone but Eric, and Paul had always been nice. Maybe it was just because he had never caught Ace sober, 
and maybe it was because Gene was always angry over Ace not being sober. 

Problem solved, he thought. 

"Du musst sein Black ‘N Blue." A man grinned from inside a doorway. He beckoned to the group. The new man 
bit his lip in amusement when the others did not comprehend his first language. "Mein apologies. You must be 
Black ‘N Blue. Please, kommen in." 


Dieter Dierks. That's what the paper said his name would be. Sounds like a name in a fantasy. 


"Hello!" Jaime flashed a smile and led the way in. Tommy sat down in a chair and placed his guitar case next to 


his foot. 
"Es ist nice to meet you boys. Wir got some paperwork fur you to look at und sign, und then wir can start!" 


Tommy wished he could roll his eyes. Why paperwork? He just wanted to rock He knew his frontman well, and 
he knew Jaime felt the same. 


But Jaime handled it well, and took the packet smiling. 
Like a champ, Tommy snickered internally. 
The singer groaned down at the paperwork in front of him, long, dark curls tossed over his shoulder. 


"Fuck, Gene. Why is there so much to read and sign this time around?" 


"New label" The bassist chuckled from his spot on the hotel bed. They had stopped for the night, but were 


almost back home in New York. 


"Why did we switch anyway?" Paul grumbled, using the opposite side of the pen to keep his place in the small- 
font paragraphs. 


"Do | honestly have to remind you? It was your idea, and it was Casablanca that forced us to stay with 
Frehley for a lot longer than we needed to. We had basically no freedom with them. We're switching, so start 


reading." 


Paul rolled his eyes. 

"Everyone is on Mercury nowadays, Paul. Get with the times. They'll pay more.” 

"Gene, it isn't all about the money." 

"Sure it is. If you don't keep making, you're gonna lose it all.” 

A cheeky grin, and Paul trying to force back a smile. 

"But, y'know, what are we gonna do about Vincent? | can tell, he's about to quit the band if he's not in charge." 


"Stanley." Gene shot Paul a knowing look, and the singer groaned, preparing himself for an onslaught against 
Vinnie. 


‘If he thinks that he's the leader of this band, he can decide who really is with my hand around his neck" 
"Gene, stop that." Paul turned back to his paperwork 

"No, really. He can go find his own band if he wants. He isn't going to invade on me- | mean, us." 

Is a partnership." 


"Yeah." 


Paul scribbled down his signature for yet another paper, moving it over to the pile. Gene leaned close, peering 
over his best friend's shoulder. 


‘Look, you've only got like two left 

"Why can't you do this?" 

"Because they requested you. I'm just here for moral support" 
"You aren't doing a very good job’ 


Gene threw his head back and laughed. 


Ten 


"What about Burn With Me? That's a cool name." 
"Paul, that's a shitty name. Go back to calling it Heaven's On Fire." 
"I hate you sometimes, Gene." 


The bassist chuckled, spraying some more hairspray on. They had a meeting with an old friend today, and he'd 
be there soon. 


‘| can't believe how fast you write, Stanley. Its amazing." 

"Stop using my birth name, Chaim." 

"Fuck you." 

"Am | interrupting?" Eric laughed softly, poking his head in the doorway of the studio they were in 
"Not at all" Paul giggled, standing up from the desk and trotting over to the drummer. “Is he here?" 


"Yep! He seems real nice, | like him already." Eric grinned, turning around and waving to the man down the 


hallway. 

"Hey, Mark! Good to see you." Paul smiled broadly, shaking the other man's hand. 

‘Its great to see you again, too, Paul." Mark chuckled, flashing a smile over at Gene, who returned it. 
"So, why'd you guys call me up here?" 

"Well, we need a guitarist." Paul replied sheepishly. 

"Again?" Mark said in disbelief, raising one eyebrow. 

"Yeah. And we were thinking about you." 


"What the hell happened to Vinnie? Did you guys kill him, and that's why there's been no word about him 


leaving?" 
"No, we didn't kill him!" Paul laughed. Gene came up behind him and placed a hand on his shoulder. 


"You don't know that, Paul." 


There was a deathly tone in Gene's voice, and Paul half-believed him for a second until he busted out laughing. 
"Yikes." Eric stepped back inside the room. 


"Whatever, its not my business where you buried him. What do you want me to do?" Mark laughed, holding up 


his guitar case. 
The blonde leaned over, releasing the latches and removing his Hamer from the case. 


He gave it a litle strum before putting the strap around his body, glancing up to see Jaime giving him a 
thumbs up. Tommy chuckled, fixing his low E-string before plugging in the amp. 


As a quick little test, he fired out the riff to Young and Wasted. No matter how much he tried not to be, 
Tommy was obsessed with the new Kiss album. Lick It Up was possibly the best thing he'd ever heard. He now 


knew the meaning of "in love". Kudos to them for turning themselves around. 


"Tommy, if you're gonna play Kiss shit, go be in a cover band" Patrick laughed from outside the glass box-of- 


sorts. Tommy flipped him off goodheartedly. 


Tommy swore he had never been happier when he heard Hold On To I8 with all the parts strung together, and 
produced beautifully. It was the least the song deserved. 


Today they were recording School Of Hard Knocks. It was second to last to be done; only Autoblast to finish up. 


The excitement building in the guitarists nerves only grew with each passing day. Their self-titled debut album 
was coming together perfectly - he couldn't wait to release it. 


Black ‘N Blue were flying on their way back home to the States. 
August couldn't come faster. 


Eric couldn't wait for the time to pass, either - he had a date set on August 3rd to meet up with Ace and 


have a jam session. 
But for now, he was stuck in the middle of July. And it was taking forever. 
It felt like the first time since he joined Kiss that he wasn't busy. 


Paul and Gene were writing again, and Eric had been working on a song of his own with Paul, which would later 


become Under The Gun. 


Mark had slipped right into the band, and the fans accepted his presence. 


The time was passing and Eric was smiling and Paul was holding on tight. 

Holding on, to whatever control he had over Kiss as their career began to boom once more. 
Holding on, to his title as a king of rock 'n roll by writing more and more hits. 

Holding on, to Eric as he snuggled up to his friend once again. They were in Paul's bed. 


Eric had called around six and the two had chatted for hours, until Paul suggested Eric just come over. He 


ended up spending the night. 
"Hey, Foxy? You still up?" 


"Indeed, my Starchild." Eric replied mockingly, laughing softly. Paul chuckled, feeling Eric's hands sneak under his 
shirt, gently rubbing his back. 


The darkness of the room was impending but the shimmer from the moon flooding in the open window shone 


onto Eric's face and Paul was sure he was falling even further. 

"| love- when we cuddle like this." 

Paul bit his lip nervously, hoping Eric didn't notice his little slip. 

The drummer had, and his heart has quickened, but he did not mention it. 

Paul felt Eric's heart speed up against him, and suddenly the room was becoming hot. 
"S-sorry, l- hold on" 


Paul sat up, sliding off the bed and darting out of the room, into the bathroom where his splashed water on 
his face. 


Eric bit his lip, sitting up in bed and waiting for Paul to return. The covers fell neatly over his lap, showing off 
his chest, and the light shining just right: Paul swore he was about to die when he walked back in 


But he kept his cool, and clambered back in next to Eric. 
"You okay?" 
"Yeah, babe. l'm good." 


"Okay." Eric leaned over and pressed a kiss to Paul's forehead before laying back and taking the singer with him. 


It ended up a bit more awkward than expected, with Paul laying flat on top of Eric. 
Paul tried to shift, and his thigh rubbed against Eric's crotch. 


"Fuck" The drummer mumbled, helping Paul roll off him. The singer had noticed, though, and decided to take the 
opportunity. 


"What was that?" Paul whispered slyly, placing a hand on his friend's chest. 


"Mm, nothing." Eric couldn't hold back the soft moan as Paul purposely swung his leg over the now-prominent 
bulge in Eric's lap. 


Paul bit his lip, taking a chance and finding himself straddling Eric's thighs. 


"| could've sworn | heard something.” Paul chuckled, dragging a finger lightly down Eric's bare chest, stopping 
just before he reached the waistband of the drummer's boxers. 


"Nope." Eric groaned, hands finding their way to Paul's hips, squeezing softly. Paul purred contently. 


Since he had found no reason to stop yet, The Starchild palmed Eric through his boxers, smirking, even though 
the other man couldn't see it in the darkness. 


"Oh, shit- Paul, I-" 
"What's wrong, Foxy?" 


Eric full-out moaned, unable to hold anything back anymore. There was no going back, and the line of friendship 
was far behind them now. 


"Paul, let me have you for just tonight. Please." 


"Oh god yes, Eric - take me." 


Eleven 


The singer groaned as he sat up in bed, realizing this was not his hotel room and that was not his suitcase on 
the floor. He glanced to the right to see the sleeping figure of his guitarist outlined in the morning light shining 
through the blinds. 

He had fallen asleep in Tommy's room. 


Again. 


Jaime ran a hand through his knotted, blonde curls, angry when he realized he had not showered last night and 


he was still smothered in hairspray. 

Gross. 

He'd have to take a shower this morning before they took off today. 

They had flown back in from Germany to the LA International Airport in California, and now they were on the 
hour drive back to their home in LA. They had moved there from Portland, Oregon, once the band had become 
solid. 

The singer reached over and rolled Tommy off the bed. 

The guitarist screamed, as Jaime burst into laughter. 

"You could've just tapped me!" Tommy growled indignantly, causing Jaime to laugh even harder. 

‘lm going to take a shower, you should get ready. We're late." 

Tommy glanced over to the clock on the wall, pushing some hair out of his eye. 

"Shit, you're right. Hurry up." 

Jaime trotted off to the small hotel bathroom while Tommy began to rummage through his suitcase. The 
blonde picked out a baggy blue muscle-tank and some black jeans. He yanked the shirt over his head, spraying 
on some cologne. He tossed his boxers to the side, tugging on a fresh pair and the jeans. 

"You're taking forever." 


Tommy glanced up, in the middle of putting his belt on. 


"Shit, Jaime; that was fast." 


The other man laughed, ruffling his hair with a towel. 

"Pete is gonna be on our asses if we don't hurry." 

"Yeah, whatever." 

Eventually, the entirety of Black ‘N Blue was crammed into their favorite low-budget tour van. 

Tommy liked it, for some reason. Maybe the metal floor covered in blankets in case they hit a bump so they 
wouldn't hurt themselves comforted him. Or maybe it was the charm of the dents everywhere because the 
van had hit bumps and tossed the band all over. 


Whatever it was, Tommy liked sitting cross-legged in the back of a crowded van 


And he liked the way The Strong Will Rock sounded on the new copy of the record that the label had sent the 
band. 


There was an interview scheduled for today, at four. Tommy was more than ready, even though nerves still 
prickled at his veins. 


It would be printed in Hit Parader, as well as some other popular rock magazines. It would open them to the 


public even more. 

Jaime was beyond excited This was the first interview they were doing - the first one that really mattered. 
He had practiced his answers to made-up questions in the shower until Pete had gotten out of the van and 
screamed at him through his apartment door that he was going to make them late. 


So Jaime hurried up, got dressed and they were back on the road in their favorite shitty tour van. 


Tommy glanced around the room where the interview would take place. The man who had guided them had 


asked for them to take a seat, so they squeezed onto the couch 

Jaime ended up sitting in the chair next to the couch anyway, because five people just couldn't fit on a couch 
"Hello! Black ‘N Blue?" 

A young woman entered the room, closing the door behind her. Jaime gave her a small nod and a grin 

"My name's Amber. It's great to have you guys here. How are you today?" 


Jaime got the brunt of the questions, being the frontman and all. Tommy listened silently. 


"Well, we try not to put out the ‘glam’ look. We aren't a glam band, we're a rock band. We play rock. We always 


have." Jaime smiled. 


"Me and Jeff got kicked out of our high school band for playing too loud" Patrick chuckled, folding his arms. 


"Around that time, we decided, ‘To hell with it, we'll form our own band." 


"And not much longer after that, we met up with Jaime and Tommy, and later Pete, who all had the same idea. 


And the rest is history." Jeff finished the story, grinning proudly at his fellow band members. 
"So, tell me about your manager, do you think you'll be staying with him?" 


"Well, he's kind of this Italian guy who owns a pizzeria But he knows the business." Jaime laughed, scratching 
the back of his neck. "We'll probably stick with him, just because he's done us so well already." 


Tommy leaned forward on his hands. He could listen to Jaime talk all day. 


"To make a deal, though, we had to promote a local beer. Which was called Grolsch. It sounds like something 


you do after you drink too much of it" The singer snickered, and even the interviewing lady laughed. 


"We've signed with a major label, and the album sounds better than we ever thought it could. We're very 


proud of it" Pete explained, using his hands as he spoke. 
"Its coming out this month?" 
Tommy decided it was a good time to butt in 


"Yep! We're real excited about the album." He gushed as he drummed his fingers on his thighs. "We flew out to 


Germany in January because we got Dieter Dierks-" 
"Who worked with the Scorpions." Jeff interrupted, laughing as Tommy shot him a look 
"-to produce it for us. He's amazing, really. He taught us a lot, and it was really our first time in the studio." 


"This album contains your biggest hit so far, Hold On To 18. Can you tell us about the song and its meaning?" 
Amber read off her clipboard 


“Sure. It's kind of got two sides. One about being a teenager, and wanting to grow up and be an individual, but 


also about now that you have grown up, not wanting to let it go." Jaime answered, biting his lip as he thought. 


| see. And for our final question: How does a band like you survive in a metropolis glutted with blue-black hair 


dye, spray jobs and the ‘Crüe’ look?" 


Simple." Jaime shrugged. "We're original. We don't need anyone to dictate to us what is the ‘correct thing to 


do. We're a rock band - we just rock as hard as we can" 
Amber smiled, reaching over and shaking each man's hand. 


"Thank you for your time! l'm sure you'll see the article in a magazine very soon. Have a nice day, boys." She 
smiled and left the room again, leaving them to their own devices. 


"Who's up for a celebratory drink?" Tommy chuckled, standing up from the couch, curling his lip when he 
realized his ass stuck to the hot leather. Gross. Never sit on leather in summer. 


Cool, if you're treating." Patrick laughed, slapping Tommy on the back 
"| never said that" The guitarist chortled back, fluffing his hair before leading the way out of the room. 


"I'm with Tommy. Let's head over to the bar we passed. It's already five-thirty." Jaime grinned, hopping in the 
van, Exit in style. 


And that's what they did. 


Twelve 


Eric sat up in bed, a monster-sized grin plastered to his lips as his alarm screamed off on his side table. 
Finally, August 3rd had arrived on his calendar. Meaning he was meeting Ace over at his house today. 


Eric hadn't the chance to see the Spaceman since the last video shoot. Short conversations on the phone, but 


nothing more. 

The Fox was dying to see his best friend again 

All Eric needed was a quick shower, a not-so-quick hair drying-and-doing session, a fresh outfit and he'd be 
ready to go. The time was twelve after he was completely ready, and he found himself with a half hour of 
extra time before he had to leave. 

He dedicated it to clearing. 

Ace found himself awake before three and without a hangover for the first time in weeks. 


It felt amazing. 


Yet, he knew the urge would return and it wouldn't be like this tomorrow. But for now he had something more 


to focus on. 
Firstly, tidying up his house. It was a wreck. Then, getting himself looking presentable. 


It was a harder task than expected, and the guitarist found himself with only five minutes before Eric would 


arrive. 


The drummer pulled up to Ace's house five minutes early, the smallest drum kit he owned crammed 


meticulously into the trunk of his car. 
Eric hopped out after parking in his friend's driveway, hoping that he was awake. 


"Heyl" Someone called from behind him, and Eric looked up, breaking out into a grin as he spotted Ace poking his 
head out the front door. 


"Hey, man!" The drummer grinned. "Wanna help me with this stuff?" 


Ace chuckled, trotting out of the house and enveloping Eric in a strong hug. The smaller man laughed, hugging 
back just as forcefully. 


‘lm so ready for this, man. It's been way too long since we last jammed." Eric laughed, removing a snare from 


his trunk. Thankfully, the kit he had brought was easy to put together. 

"You're right." Ace smiled, helping Eric get the rest of the set out of his car. They carried the drums inside 
with only two trips. After, they moved them down to the room where Ace kept his instruments, where they 
could play. 


Eric plopped down on Ace's couch, feeling at home. He had come here many times, just not as often as he used 


To. 
"You want anything, man? Beer?" Ace offered, stepping towards the kitchen 
"Nah, I'm good. Thanks, though." The Fox smiled, stretching. "Wanna get to it?" 


"Hell yes. I've been waiting for this so long." The guitarist laughed, rubbing his hands together. Eric hopped up 
and trotted down the hallway, Ace just behind. 


With the help of the other man, Eric was able to set up the drums in just a few minutes. He plopped down on 
his stool with a grin plastered to his face. 


Ace slung a guitar over his body, giving it a test strum to make sure it was in tune. He quickly adjusted his 
D-string, then plugged in his amp. 


"Here's a lil somethin’ I've been working on." Ace played a quick, up and down motion on his guitar, something 


that could easily get stuck in your head. 
"Dude, | love it. You should use it for a song!" Eric grinned, tapping his sticks together. 
"Thanks, | was planning to. Can you play somethin’ along to it?" 


Ace played it again, Eric finding himself familiar with the riff in no time and improvising a fill-in that wasn't 
too big, but just noticeable. 


"| like it. Let's just play man, see what happens." 


"Yeah, let's play." 


It was a while until Tommy wanted to admit it. 


But whenever he laid eyes on the frontman, it was always the same feeling. It almost made him sick, to think 


that he was falling in love, but the feeling of buzzing happiness in his gut was proof enough that he would be 


sick for a while. 
Lovesick. 


"This would be nicer if it was written from a guy's point of view, and not the girl's." Jaime had told him. Except 


it was. 


Nature of the Beach was the song he was currently working on, Tommy's favorite off the soon-to-be-new 


record. They weren't sure what to call it yet. 
And Nature of the Beach was written about Jaime. 


He didn’t do it purposely. His hand just took off, spilling words out of his mind in a poetic fashion, and there 


was the song sprawled out in front of him. 


He was angry that his relationship with Jaime had taken this sudden turn. They had been best friends since 
high school, and it took this many years to fuck it up? 


Jaime was the one man he could never get his hands on. 


Everyone in Black ‘N Blue was putty in Tommy's hands. Everyone who knew who Tommy was on the streets 
melted. 


The man could have anyone he wanted. 


And yet his heart sought for Jaime; the one man who wouldn't sleep in the same bed as him, wouldn't curl up 


next to him when watching movies, wouldn't hold a hug for more than a second. 


Every time Tommy watched Jaime preform from his side of the stage, his heart throbbed for more. Every 
note he hit, it jumped higher into his throat, and choked back the words he so desperately wanted to say. 


Maybe that's why it was coming out in the song. But Jaime just didn't see it. 


Tommy begrudgingly changed the pronouns in Nature of the Beach, wishing Jaime wouldn't have trotted off 
the bus to go buy whatever the fuck he needed now, and had instead stayed with him. 


He was pissed at himself for falling for the blonde, who was obviously straighter than a line, and he hated 


Jaime more every time he had to watch him walk away. 
Time passed, and nothing changed. 


But Tommy noticed when Jaime stayed by his side for a split-second longer, or when the other blonde's gaze 
followed him intently across the stage. 


It was nothing, though. 
lt meant nothing to Jaime. 

And it meant nothing to Tommy. 

It meant nothing when Jaime grabbed Tommy and swung him around after a great show. 


It meant nothing when Jaime jokingly sat down on Tommy's lap before an interview because they had run out 


of seats. 

It meant nothing when Jaime pressed his lips to Tommy's for a chaste kiss. 
It meant nothing when it happened again and again and again. 

It couldn't mean anything. Tommy wouldn't allow it to mean anything. 
Because if everything meant something, the world would be in flames. 


My world, a million girls. | want you, baby. 


Thirteen 


Paul stared down at the papers in front of him, frowning. 
The new album, Animalize, should've been effortless to release. It was proving to be a pain in the ass. 
Mostly because he didn't have his business partner doing it with him. 


Gene had decided 1184 was a good time to spark an acting career. Paul knew it would happen, but he didn't 


realize Gene would leave the producing and everything up to him. 


Paul began to regret producing their aloums on their own for the first time. 


This album was a drop from the heaviness of Creatures of the Night and Lick It Up, Paul knew. Gene was the 


driving force behind that heaviness. 


Paul preferred things pretty. He was thoroughly enjoying the mid-80's. The fashion, the makeup, the music. 


Glam. 

Animalize was no-doubt glam. 

That was more than okay by Paul. Gene barely had the time to record, so there was little to no butting heads. 
It was peaceful in the band for the first time in a long time. 


He had brought in an old friend, Bruce, to record two solos while Mark was away for a day. It was nice to 


recollect with him, it was something Paul felt he had been needing for a while. 

Paul remembered when he was asked what "Animalize" meant in an interview. 

"People are starting to become more like computers, and making music by pressing buttons is no fun" 
He stood by that. 

But also, naming it Animalize meant that he could have more fun with their tour costumes. 

Paul loved designing things, and later, Kiss found themselves in bright, animal-print leotards for the tour. 
Eric's was the most flattering. 


At least, to Paul. 


Eric wasn't a huge fan of how tight his leopard or zebra leotards were on his body, but he did appreciate the 
mobility they gave him. And he also appreciated all the attention he got from Paul after the shows. 


Their relationship had taken another step forward, but they still didn't call it a ‘relationship. Merely friends 
with benefits, but neither of them wanted to call it that. 


lt was more than that. 
Paul knew that in his heart, but he wouldn't let the lovesick organ run away with the idea 
Eric flopped onto yet another hotel bed. 

Over one hundred shows scheduled for this tour. 

Over one hundred hotel beds to flop onto. 


The drummer sat cross-legged as he waited for his friend to finish with his shower. He was feeling lovey, and 


wanted nothing more than to hold Paul close. 

The Starchild trotted out of the small bathroom not ten minutes later, stripping down to just his pants and 
hopping onto the bed next to Eric. He kneeled behind his friend, hugging him from behind and pulling the smaller 
man into his lap. 

"Hey." Paul chuckled, resting his chin on Eric's head. The elder of the two laughed softly, leaning back and 
pushing Paul down. The towel around the singer's head fell loose, laying on the bed next to him. Paul bit his lip, 
desperately trying to fluff his hair to hide himself. 


"Paul? What's wrong?" 


Paul realized tears were welling in his his eyes as he tried to cover his ear with his hand as casually as 


possible. 

"Nothing." 

"Paul, move your hand." 
N-ro!" 


Paul slid off the bed, grabbing the towel and covering his head with it. He stood facing away from the 


drummer, bottom lip trembling as the tears began to stream down his cheeks. 


"Paul, please. You can trust me with whatever is wrong" Eric pleaded, hanging his feet off the side of the bed. 


"Stanley." 
"Fuck you.” 


Eric hopped off the bed silently, wrapping his arms around Paul's slim waist. Paul gasped, leaning back into the 


touch before remembering that he was supposed to be angry. 

"Stanley, please. There's nothing you can't tell me." 

Paul almost called Eric by his birth name, before realizing that it didn't fit him. Not anymore. The drummer 
had changed and differentiated throughout his time in Kiss, and Eric suited him better now than Paul ever 
would again. 

"Eric." 


"| promise | won't judge you. Just show me" He was begging now, desperate to know what Paul hid from him. 


Paul bit his lip, remembering how he had told Gene. This would be different, though. Everything was different 
with Eric. 


The singer sat down on the edge of the bed, and Eric immediately followed suit. He watched silently as Paul 


removed the towel. 


His hair had dried and fluffed some since he had gotten out of the shower, but he tucked it back and turned 
his head. 


Eric raised an eyebrow. 
"Babe, that's nothing to be ashamed of." 
"m deaf on that side, Eric." 


"And? Paul, you're perfection. Nothing is ever going to change that. You're the most beautiful man to ever walk 


this earth." 


Paul felt his eyes welling up, and fought to hold back the tears. 


"And you know what the best part of all that is?" 

When Paul didn't reply, Eric took his hands in his own. 

"That you're mine." 

Paul let the tears dribble down his face, eyes puffy and red. Eric still thought he looked beautiful. 
wj- 

"I know." Eric used his thumb to wipe Paul's face, which only made him whimper more. 

Paul clambered into Eric's lap, burying his nose in the drummer's hair. 

‘It's okay, love. You can cry. I'm here for you." 


Paul squeezed his eyes shut, focusing on Eric's forgiving hands on his body rather than the fact that his hair 


was still pinned back and he was exposed in his most vulnerable area. 


"You're still beautiful to me. You've always been beautiful to me. Your ear doesn't make you any less 


beautiful." 
"Eric, you don't need to-" 


‘lm not doing this just to make you feel better. l'm doing it because it's true." Eric cut in, pressing a kiss to 
Paul's ear. The other man became so choked up he could not protest. 


"You can tell me anything. | will never love you any less.” 


That hit Paul hard. They had never said that they loved each other. Not once. Paul felt like it was taboo, due 


to whatever their relationship was. 

Paul leaned back, staring into Eric's deep chocolate eyes for just a few moments. 

Yet, the words froze in his throat, lips turning numb. 

"Paul? Are you alright?" 

Eric's voice sounded far away, almost as if he was underwater. 

His breath caught in his throat and he didn't notice the blackness around the corners of his sight closing in. 


"Paull You're going pale!" 


Suddenly, he felt sick to his stomach. His limbs weighed a hundred pounds, as did his eyelids. 


Body weak, vision going black, then unfocused. His eyes rolled back in his head as he fainted over Eric's 


shoulder. 


Fourteen 


A glass of cold water to the face was the last resort for Eric, and turned out to be the only thing to wake up 
Paul. 


"Babe, are you okay? What happened?" 
Paul blinked, wiping his face off and sitting up from where Eric had laid him on the bed. 
"How long was | out for?" 


"Not even five minutes - | woke you up with that." Eric mumbled, caressing Paul's cheek. He was seated cross- 


legged on the bed. 

"You didn't have time to tell Gene, then" 

"You seem awful worried about Gene finding out anything.” 

Paul shrugged, smiling when Eric grabbed his hand and held it. 

"| love him to death, but if it had been him instead of you, I'd be in the hospital right now.’ 

"Why are you so scared of people caring for you?" Eric murmured, leaning over and pressing a lingering kiss to 
Paul's temple. The other man moved closer to the drummer, reaching out and running a hand through his hair. 
Eric half-smiled, pulling Paul against him. 

"Because I'm afraid that one day they won't anymore.” 

Eric sucked in his breath, closing his eyes. Paul felt him squeeze his hand. 

"Listen to me, Paul. Listen good We are never leaving you. Gene has been with you for a hell of a lot longer 
than | have been, and he could say it better. But | swear to whatever is most important to you, we are never 
going to leave you. I'm never going to leave you. You're never going to lose us." 

By the end of his speech, Paul was crying again Happy tears. 


"You don't know how long I've been waiting to hear that." 


"He probably hasn't said it because he thinks you know he'll never leave. He's your best friend, Paul. He'll love 


you to the end" 


Paul rolled his eyes, stretching out his legs so Eric was sitting between them. 


The tension was rising again. 
Eric was staring at Paul's lips again 
They were so soft and pretty. Especially when puckered them, when he pursed them, every time he opened 


them to sing or speak Beautiful. Gorgeous whether coated in red lipstick or nude, whether that be for stage 
or just around, Eric loved it when Paul wore makeup just for fun. 


Eric still hadn't tasted those lips. 
And he was desperate to. 


Paul was staring deep into Eric's eyes, although his friend's were unfocused. He sucked softly on his bottom lip, 
taking note when Eric blushed. 


Eric was leaning forward. Paul realized he was, too. 

Oh god, did he want this. 

He closed his chocolate eyes, slightly parting his lips as he waited for Eric to make the rest of the trip over. 
"Paul? Eric?" 


Paul froze, face heating up. Eric sat back immediately, staring over at the doorway, where their new guitarist, 


Bruce, stood. 


Bruce Kulick had joined Kiss after Mark had been diagnosed with Reiter's Syndrome and was forced to leave 


when he couldn't play anymore. 
Eric was sick and tired of constantly changing guitarists, but something told him that Bruce would be right. 


But now Bruce was standing in their hotel doorway staring at the apparently-straight musicians, seconds away 


from a makeout session. Yikes. 

Bruce bit his lip, trying not to laugh at the compromising position the two men were in. He decided to play his 
cards sly and he took a few steps inside, then trotted over to the bed and sat down on the side, right between 
the two men. 


He took the hands of both Paul and Eric, smiling kindly at them. 


"| think it's about time now to have a chat about the birds and the bees, children" 


"What the fuck, Bruce." Eric couldn't help but growl. 
‘Ive fucked twenty times more people than you ever will in your life." Paul replied. 
“Twenty times zero is zero.” Bruce snickered. 


"You've absolutely ruined the mood." Eric was trying to hold back his laughter, but it became an impossible 


mission when Paul's jaw dropped at that last remark 

"What else are moms for?" Bruce grinned cheekily. 

"So that's your role in the band. | wasn't sure.” 

Paul was still silent. 

Bruce glanced over, giving his hand a squeeze. 

"Hey, Paulie - | only said that you don't fuck people. | never said that you don't get fucked" 
There was a wink over at Eric and then Bruce was kicked out of the room, quite literally. 


"You're lucky you're pretty!" Paul yelled after Bruce hightailed it down the hallway back to the room he was 
sharing with Gene. 


"Why, thank youl," came the smart ass reply. 
Eric was still sitting on the bed when Paul locked the door again. 


"Wanna watch a movie?" The drummer suggested, reaching over to the hotel phone to buy a movie channel 


for the TV. 

"Nah, it's fine. I'd rather just. do nothing.” 
"Nothing?" 

| wanna sit with you and just.. hold you." 
Eric shrugged, opening his arms. 

"l'm waiting, sweetheart." 


Paul giggled, as he always did when Eric used pet names on him. He reached over and flicked the lights out, 
hopping on the bed and into the drummer's arms, who laid them back. Paul snuggled up against Eric, the smile 


unable to be wiped off his face. 
"You're real cuddly tonight, hm?" 
"Yeah." Paul laughed, pressing a little kiss to Eric's collarbone. 


"That's fine. But let's get ready for bed, yes? Clothes, babe. You're gonna kill yourself in the morning if you 


sleep in those jeans." Eric pointed out, chucking. 


Fine." Paul shimmied out of his clothes, refusing to stand up. Eric did the same, resulting in a pile of clothes 


from the day next to the bed. 


"Now, hold me. And don't ever let me go." Paul demanded, cuddling close to Eric. The other man laughed softly, 
pressing his lips to Paul's forehead for a moment. 


"Wouldn't dream of it, baby." 


Gene was staring at the door, listening to running feet pounding down the hallway. He was expecting it to be 
Bruce. He wasn't sure whether to be concerned or annoyed. 


Bruce burst through the door not a minute later, receiving only a cocked eyebrow from the bassist. 
"What?" He grinned, out of breath. 

"Why were you running? Gene questioned, laughing softly and scratching the back of his neck 

Bruce plopped down on his bed, glancing over at Gene on the other and flashing him a convincing smile. 


"Felt like taking a jog, thats all." 


Fifteen 


Bruce had originally been brought into the band as a touring member, but it had become clear that Mark's 
condition would not get any better. Paul had asked Bruce if he'd join, and he had said yes. Eric was happy about 
that. He loved Bruce's personality, and felt that his sarcastic humor was another element that would make 
being in the band more fun. 

It almost felt like having Ace back. 

Eric hadn't gotten over the fact that he had fucked Paul but still hadn't properly kissed him. 

It had to be perfect, though; it had to be right. 


The last perfect moment had been rudely stolen from them by Bruce, who was sneaking into a different place 


in Eric's heart. 

He had been seeing Ace less and less lately, and he was drunk out of his mind almost every single time. 
Bruce was filling in the best friend portion of Eric's life pretty well. 

The day before the show was almost always the same, and it was a routine Eric liked. 

Walk around the town until they find a pizza place, then go search for some kind of entertainment. 
Last night they had found a Chuck E. Cheese's, and probably crushed some poor kid in the ball pit. 

All in good fun. 

Today was different though. 

There wasn't a show tonight, and they had a free day. 

Eric had made plans with someone else, someone more special in his heart. 


Paul wasn't expecting it when Eric told him that they were going out to dinner that night. Dinner? What was he 
playing at? 


Maybe he was being too skeptical. 
"What should | wear?" 


"A dress. Babe, it's a fuckin’ pizza place. Just like the ones me and Bruce go to almost every day. Its not fancy, 


don't freak out please oh my god-" 

| can't help but freak out! What if you're lying and its some big surprise and-" 

"And what, I'm gonna propose? Sweetie, I'm not lying. I've already promised never to lie to you." 
Paul sighed, twirling his hair around his finger. 

gut" 

"Hush" Eric pressed a finger to Paul's lips, who groaned when his makeup smudged. 


"Sorry, love." Eric reached around Paul and snagged the red lipstick again off the vanity, moving to apply it. 
Paul batted his hand away. 


"Eric, that one is too bold. If you're gonna put it on for me - which you don't have to - use the soft pink one | 
already had on before someone smudged it" 


"Princess." Eric chuckled, picking up the appropriate lipstick and putting it on the other man, who rolled his eyes. 
"You really don't have to put on my makeup for me." Paul complained, popping his lips. 

"| like doing it, though" Eric laughed, steering Paul's head toward the mirror he was sitting in front of. 

"Look at you. Look how gorgeous you are. | wish | was that beautiful." 

"Go to hell" Paul giggled, leaning back against the drummer's chest. 

Eric laughed, dragging his finger along Paul's sharp jawline. 

"Also, look at what you've done to our vanity. | guess it isn't ours anymore - it's become your makeup area." 
Paul gasped, pretending to be offended. 

"You're so rude, Eric." 

"I'm not complaining! It makes you even prettier than you are naturally." 

Paul rolled his eyes. 


"Kiss my ass." 


"| thought | just did" 


Eric leaned over just a bit, staring into the mirror, hands planted on Paul's shoulders. 
"You're gorgeous." 

"But | haven't put on my eyeshadow yet." 

Eric scoffed. 

"That doesn't matter. You're gorgeous with or without makeup." 


Paul tugged a small bag over to him, rummaging through it until he pulled out a charcoal gray square of 
eyeshadow. 


Eric watched silently as he applied it, a smile tugging at his face. 


"Fuck, I'm trying so hard not to shower you in compliments because | know it's gonna get annoying. But you're 
so beautiful." 


Paul laughed, hopping out of the chair he was seated in. He pressed a little kiss to Eric's cheek before trotting 
off to change out of his sweatpants. 


Eric laughed softly to himself, glancing at the lip mark on his cheek in the mirror. 


"Gene" 
Bruce pushed aside the curtain hiding the Demon from him. 
"Gene" 

Bruce climbed inside the bunk. 

"Hey, Gene." 

Gene tossed the only pillow he had at Bruce. 

"Hey! Don't go for the head!" 

"Bruce, it's fucking one am. What do you want?" 


"Exactly! It's fucking one am. and Eric and Paul aren't back yet!" 


Gene rolled his eyes. 

"Eric told me they were going dancing after dinner. They're fine.’ 

The guitarist growled under his breath. 

"Whatever, then. But it's also fucking one am" 

"Stop saying ‘fucking one am." The bassist cut in. 

"Its fucking one am. and | am bored out of my mind!" 

Gene sighed, sitting up. 

"And what the hell do you want me to do about it?" He mumbled, rubbing sleep from his eyes. 
Bruce grinned, successful in his mission to wake Gene up. 


"Well, | found some board games in a box!" The younger man grinned, climbing out of the bunk and watching 


Gene hop down. 
Both sat down on the floor as Bruce tugged the box over to them. 
"Where did you find this? No, wait - why were you rummaging around the bus in the first place?" 


"Bored. Look, first we've got Chutes and Ladders, and here's Connect Four. Let's do Connect Four first, it might 
help wake you up before we play The Game of Life!" Bruce grinned. 


"Oh my god, Bruce. You can't be serious about The Game of Life. That game sucks ass!" Gene complained, 
reaching and taking the black chips for himself as Bruce set up the grid. It fell apart twice in his hands, but he 
managed to keep it together. 


"Yes, l'm serious, Gene. Would you rather play Monopoly?" Bruce threatened, knowing damn well he could keep 


Gene up all night with the worst banking game of all time. 
"God- fuck. Okay, Game of Life it is.” 


After a few rounds of Bruce winning, half because Gene couldn't bring himself to care, the guitarist decided it 


was time to switch to the fated game. 


"This is the dumbest idea I've ever had" Gene grumbled as Bruce flipped the box upside-down and dumped all 
the small pieces, many falling into his cross-legged lap. 


"What?" Bruce laughed, flinging the box to the side. 


"Playing games with you. Especially at- what? Oh my god, it's two in the morning. You're fucking insane, Bruce. 
How did we ever let you in the band?" 


"Is a good question. But | can answer it" 
Gene leaned forward on his hands, desperate for an answer. 


"My fingers go zoom-zoom" Bruce moved his car four spots across the board. Gene rolled his eyes, hating the 


game, but still wanting to win. 
"Fuckin' swear, you're drunk." 


‘lm not drunk!" Bruce gasped, looking downright offended. "That was rude of you to say. I'm just having a good 
time." 


"And you're supposed to be a thirty year old man?" 

"Somewhat" 

Gene chuckled, shaking his head and rubbing his eyes. At least Bruce knew of his current situation. 
"Y'know what - fuck the board game. Let's play two truths and a lie." 

"Alright, you go first” Gene was going along with whatever now. 

"Okay. My birthday is in December, l'm a virgin, | have a dog at home." 

Gene squinted. 

"You're not a fucking virgin You're too pretty." 

‘Is that your guess?" 

"Yeah, of course. That's obviously the lie" 

"Wrong!" Bruce cackled, throwing his head back as he laughed. "| have a fucking cat, you moron!" 
Gene paused. 


"Wait, you're saying that you're a virgin? That's literally not possible, you're in a rock band and you're fucking 


thirty" 


"| do what | want with my dick!" Bruce cried indignantly, folding his arms and making a face that could've 
passed as a pout. Gene shook his head, laughing to himself. 


"Okay, your turn!" 


Sixteen 


Tommy was possibly the most frustrating thing Jaime had dealt with in his life. 

‘You don't mean it’. 

Jaime was getting tired of hearing that every time he tried to advance their relationship. 
‘+s not real. 

And now, sitting in a chair in a hotel room, Jaime watched his friend silently. 

Tommy was sitting cross-legged on the cheap hotel mattress, guitar in his lap. 


Jaime had never wanted to be a six-stringed instrument before, but seeing the way Tommy's fingers went at 


it, he was reconsidering. 

“Tommy 

The guitarist looked up, smiling: always a little lopsided. 
"Yeah?" 


"Can | come sit with you?" Jaime was already out of his seat, crawling on the bed. The permission came after 


the singer had already flopped down next to Tommy. 

"Yeah, of course" Tommy laughed, giving Jaime's blonde locks a little ruffle before going back to his guitar. 
Jaime wished Tommy would give him as much attention as he did the stupid instrument. 

| wanna lay with you. Lay back" Jaime commanded, sitting up again. 


Tommy snickered, removing the guitar from his body and leaning over the bed to place it on the floor. Jaime 


waited expectantly for him to return. 


Tommy smiled at the singer, leaning back on his elbows. It seemed all too inviting, but Jaime knew Tommy was 
convinced this was what friendship was. 


He hated that. 


Jaime pushed Tommy all the way down, snuggling up to him without a care in the world. 


| wish you weren't so stubborn" Jaime grumbled, angry when Tommy's arms didn't move around his body. 
"How am | stubborn?" 

"Denying what | want from you." 

Tommy cocked an eyebrow. 

"What do you want from me, then? | don't have a whole lot to give." 

"Your heart" Jaime mumbled, burying his nose in Tommy's neck. 


"But you don't mean that." 


A tap on Paul's shoulder made him turn. His best friend stood in front of him, worry lighting his eyes. 

"Hey, man. You alright?" 

Gene shrugged, grabbing Paul's wrist and leading him into their dressing room. 

"| wanted to talk to you. About you and Eric." Gene sat down in a chair, Paul pulling one up beside him. 

"Well, what about us?" Paul asked, already confused. 

| wanted to make sure you were okay. Comfortable. That he wasn't moving too fast, or pushing you too far-" 


"Gene, what gave you that impression? Me and him aren't even. official. Yet. | don't know, what we are." Paul 


trailed off, laughing a little to himself. "It's kind of complicated" 


"I just want to make sure you're alright, because | know, you've had messy relationships in the past and 


trusting people is hard-" 


"Of course | have." Paul cut the bassist off again, ignoring the second half of the sentence. "Everyone has 
relationships that end. But really, this one is different. He isn't going to hurt me." 


"Are you sure that you're happy with him?" Gene persisted. 
"Yes!" Paul laughed, reaching over and giving Gene's hand a squeeze. 


"Because it seems like you've been off lately. Is something wrong? Besides that." The elder of the two 
murmured, leaning forward on his hand. 


"Oh- nothing. I'm fine" Paul chuckled, scratching at the back of his neck. "I've just been thinking about the past, 
that's all." 


Gene was unconvinced. 
"Like, what kind of ‘past'?" 


"Nothing, man. It's nothing. l'm good." Paul flashed a half-hearted smile, standing up and trotting out of the 


room, leaving Gene to follow. 


The bassist knew that Paul would be stubborn about opening up to him. He was stubborn every time 
something was bothering him. Gene had no issues with telling his best friend that he loved him and he was 
there for him through it all. He was just doing that a lot more than he ever expected to, especially as the 


years went on. 


He and Paul had known each other since they were kids, although they weren't really friends. It wasn't until 
much later that their friendship evolved into the partnership it was now. Gene was convinced it would never 


end. It had already been over ten years. 


When they were young, Gene had known Paul as an outcast. The poor kid was bullied beyond belief - all 
because of a deformed ear. It never was that big of a deal to Gene, and he didn't understand why the other 
kids thought it was weird. It was just something that made Paul. Paul. He couldn't control it. 


He regretted never reaching out until much later. He knew the younger boy needed the support, but never lent 
his hand. He was determined to make up for that. 


Paul was fragile - not broken, just bent. He didn't need to be fixed - he could fix himself if he had the time. To 
Paul, Gene was his world. There was no one else who wanted to be his friend when the others called him a 
monster. There was no one still today that he would trust with the things Gene knew. 


Being best friends with Paul was a balancing act, but Gene had mastered it by now. 


He wasn't sure how Eric slipped through Paul's security system, but he had, and Gene had no choice but to 
accept that Paul was going all in with Eric. 


He'd be ruined if Eric broke his heart. 
Gene sighed, standing up from the chair and exiting the dressing room. He watched Paul trot over to Eric, who 
welcomed him with a grin and a hug. He watched as Eric pressed a kiss to Paul's forehead, who giggled and 


buried his nose in the drummer's neck. 


"Hey." A voice sounded from behind Gene. He turned to see Bruce standing there, a light smirk pulling at his 


lips. 
"Cute, aren't they?" The guitarist chuckled, leaning on Gene. 
The bassist shuffled away. 


"Bruce - don't get any ideas. | may have said it was crazy that you're a 30 year-old virgin, but that doesn't 


mean l'm gonna be the one to change that." 

"| would never!" Bruce gasped, stepping back in mock offense, curls bouncing atop his head. 

Gene laughed, barely noticing out of the corner of his eye when Eric and Paul darted off into a dressing room. 
"Alright, alright. Sorry." 

"You'd better be sorry." Bruce pouted, folding his arms across his chest. 

"You're such a joke." Gene laughed, rolling his eyes. Bruce smirked. 


"At least I'm here to give this some comedic relief, | don't know if this band would survive without me." He 


snickered, giving his hair a flip over his shoulder. 
‘Of course not. It would all go down in flames." The other man replied, chuckling. Bruce nodded affirmatively. 


"| really do appreciate being here, though. I've said it a lot but - really. Thank you guys for giving me this 
opportunity.” 


Gene raised an eyebrow as Bruce took an unexpected emotional turn 
‘Its cool, man. You're part of the family now. We really couldn't do it without you." 
"Thank you." 


"Always." 


Seventeen 


Paul was pushing his feelings to the side again. 

It was like suffocating. 

Strong hands clamped around his throat, compressing until he couldn't breathe. 

He wanted to talk. He was desperate for someone who'd listen, someone who'd tell him it was okay, someone 
who would understand that it was more than just something that happened in his childhood. That he was older 
now, and it was over. 

He just wanted the support. 

Even Gene thought he was okay now, because he was comfortable without his makeup. It just wasn't true. The 
makeup may have been a direct mask, but even with it off, there was something else that came out of him to 


play when he was onstage. 


The Starchild was still thumping in his heart, mostly because it was the only thing Paul believed could save 


him. 


It was a case of saving himself, not because he was alone, but just because it was his problem. No one else 


deserved to be burdened with it. 
That was how Paul saw it. 
His problems, his immature fears, his nightmares. 


The nightmares didn't happen when he was with Eric. And the drummer just thought he was majorly cuddly 
every night. As ifl 


Paul loved Eric more than anything. He lived off the other man. But he felt like a parasite, using the other's 


will to live as his own. 
It was sickening, but he couldn't let go. 


It was addiction. 


Yet, Paul didn't know whether he was addicted to life or to Eric. 


Tommy was staring down at the journal in front of him, trying to make sense of the words he was reading. 
"Without love you've got nothing to say. Without love you're wasting away?" 

"Without love a sunny day turns to gray." Jaime chuckled, leaning on the door frame behind him. 

"Without love you've got nothing at all" Tommy finished, dragging his finger along the lines in the journal. 
"Do you like it?" Jaime asked, trotting into the room. 


Finally, Black ‘N Blue seemed to have settled down. They had arrived back in their apartments in LA, Jaime and 


Tommy were sharing the one they were in because fees were particularly expensive. 

Tommy shared a slanted smile with his friend, leaning against the table. 

"Yeah, | do like it. Sounds like you're writing to someone, though." The guitarist pondered, thinking aloud. 
"Well, you're right on that. Thanks, | don't think it's gonna make it onto the album, though." 

"Why not?" Tommy asked, confused. "It's great. | love it" 

Jaime gave a little chuckle, folding his arms across his chest. 

"Yeah, maybe because it's written about you and you weren't supposed to find it" 

It took Tommy a moment to comprehend what Jaime was saying. He blinked. 

"Wh- huh? How?" 


‘Open your eyes, Tommy. I'm tired of this going back-and-forth between us stuff. | want it be real. What | feel 


for you is real." 


Jaime took a few tentative steps forward, then found himself leaning next to Tommy against the table, his 
hand resting over top the guitarist's. 


Tommy bit his lip softly, letting his curls fall over his face. 
"| don't know what to say." 
Jaime felt his heart cracking, but pressed on 


"I know you feel the same, Tommy - please don't be afraid to take a step forward and not backwards." 


"l- Im sorry, Jaime. | need to think." Tommy gently removed his hand from the other man's and left the room, 
closing the door behind him. 


That was about when Jaime's heart shattered 


It was a weight in his chest, pressing down on his lungs and making it difficult to breathe. 


It was trying to move on and forget the past but every time he tried to forget he remembered it all again, 


vivid and in color. 

It was hiding behind a mask with a name, a mask that people knew but did not truly know him. 

It was not knowing for sure if he still knew himself under the mask anymore. 

He was Paul Stanley, Starchild. Right? 

But Paul Stanley wasn't who he really was. That was just a name. And the Starchild was just a makeup design 
But when he took his walls down to become just plain Stanley again, it was uncomfortable. It didn't feel right. 
And that's when he realized that he wasn't Stanley Eisen anymore, and there was no going back. 

It was like an identity crisis, but he didn't want to label it that. 


What worried him was the fact that Gene was picking up on it. No matter how hard he attempted to keep his 
private issues exactly that, his best friend always managed to sniff out the lie. 


"Paul?" 


"Hey." Paul glanced up at Gene, standing in the doorway of the bunks, looking down at where Paul was seated 
cross-legged on the floor. 


"Why aren't you in your bunk? | thought you were going to bed" Gene murmured, sitting down next to him. 
"Didn't make it there, | guess." Paul's view moved up to his top bunk, only a few feet away. Gene frowned. 
"Paul, if there's something wrong, | am all ears." 

"No, no. l'm fine. Just tired." 


"You say that every time something is wrong." Gene replied indignantly, wrapping his arm around Paul's 


shoulders. "Please. I'm worried about you." 
"I'd tell you if | knew." 


Gene sighed, pulling Paul into his embrace. Once they were close enough for Gene's standards, the bassist 
pressed a soft kiss to Paul's head, who whimpered. 


"Tell me how you feel right now." 


Paul leaned back into Gene's chest, feeling the other man wrap his arms tightly around his body. He let a small 
sigh escape his lips, closing his eyes. 


"| nothing, | feel nothing, H's a kind of. numbness” 

The only sound in the room was the comfort of Gene's breathing, letting Paul know that he was still there. 
"| dont know what | feel. Ive been thinking about the past too much" 

"Hts okay, Paulie. I'm here” 


Those were the only words needed to send Paul bawling. He turned in Gene's grip, pushing him onto the floor 
and cuddling up beside him. 


"| just feel like such a fuck-up." 


Gene ran his fingers through Paul's hair gently, holding him around the small of his back. That usually calmed 
him down. 


"You're not a fuck-up, love - in fact, you're one of the smartest and best people in general I've ever had the 


pleasure of knowing. You're perfect, Paul. | swear." 
Paul laughed softly, muffled into Gene's neck. 
"Why do you put up with my bullshit?" 


"Because you're my best friend, and | love you. You're the world and more to me, Paul. | only want the best 


for you." 
"You wanted the best" Paul halfheartedly joked, smiling as Gene laughed in return 
"And | got the best. The best, best friend the world could ever.. best." 


Paul laughed softly, allowing Gene to sit them up. He was only mildly surprised when the bassist scooped him 


up off the floor and plopped him in his bunk, and even went ahead and tucked him in. 


"Paul, | want you to go to sleep now. As | want you to dream about all the good things happening in your life 
right now. Whether that be me, or Kiss, or your relationship with you-know-who-" 


"Oh my gosh, Gene, you sound like my mother!" Paul laughed, ruffling his hair. Gene grinned. 


"As your mother, | would hope that you two wouldn't be fornicating without my knowledge." Gene mocked, 
laughing. 


Paul became uncomfortably silent. 

"Wait, you-" 

Gene heard the bus door slam, indicating that Eric and Bruce were back from their nightly adventures. 
"Goodnight!" Paul giggled, flipping over in the bed and burying himself in the covers. 

The bassist chuckled, leaning over and pressing a kiss to Paul's exposed cheek. 


"Goodnight, you not-so-innocent angel.” 


Eighteen 


Eric couldn't believe that the Animalize tour was finally ending, nor could he believe that New Year's had 


whipped right by them and left them spinning, 
1985 was a borderline, halfway through a decade and the ending was nearing closer. 
Eric thought the hair could only get bigger and the music louder from here on out 
In 1985, glam metal was pumping through the veins of every band 


Bands like Mötley Crue and Bon Jovi were taking to the top, with Def Leppard and Judas Priest never far 
behind. Kiss was lagging a bit, but it was nothing they couldn't fix with a new album. 


A new album was just what Paul was already working on. 


He had to go all-out. Risks needed to be taken to stay on top, and changes needed to be made. Glam was where 


it was at. 
And so the writing began. 


The singer let his blonde locks fall over his face as he scribbled in his journal, pouring words out of his head 


with no real meaning yet. He'd make sense of them later. 
Right now, he was writing heartbreak. That was just what his pen was forcing out of him. 
| get up every morning, the sun is going down. 


Jaime didn't know what to feel. Tommy hadn't spoken to him again about it. He didn't know how long he'd be 
‘thinking’ about it. It upset him. 


You never even come around. 


All Jaime wanted was Tommy to realize that what they had was real, that it wasn't one big joke. He couldn't 
understand what had happened to his friend to make him so untrusting. 


You're too late, I'm never, ever there. 


His pen was at it again, filling in the blanks between lines, spitting out whatever made the least amount of 


sense. 


It doesn't matter, ‘cause you don't even care. 


It was a struggle not to just give up on Tommy immediately. It had been two days and all he had gotten from 


his roommate were simple ‘good morning's and ‘how are you's. 

I's no wonder where I'm going anyway. 

Tommy should know damn well how he was. It hurt like a knife when Tommy didn't show his concern 
Two wrongs don't make it love.. 


Jaime growled under his breath, staring down at what he'd written. He wasn't in love with it, but it could be 
edited Maybe their producer could help with his vision. 


No battle is won when push comes to shove. 


Writing had always helped him get out his emotions when no one was there to listen Previously, Tommy had 


been his go-to, but now, it was more complicated than that. 
Two wrongs don't make it love.. 
Jaime stood up, slamming his journal shut and throwing it into the drawer of his bed's side table. 


lll see you later, baby." 


It was a tough case for Eric, figuring out Paul. 
In the end, he realized the best way was to talk to others about it. 


He felt awkward now, standing in the arch to the kitchen, watching silently as Gene prepared breakfast for 
them. The bassist only noticed Eric when he turned around to flip the pancakes on the small stovetop. 


"Hey, man. What's up?" Gene flashed a smile at Eric. 


"l- nothing much. Thank you for doing this." The other man smiled halfheartedly, drumming his fingers on his 
thigh. Gene smiled at the acknowledgment, but he could tell something was missing. 


"What's on your mind, kid? | know something's botherin’ you." Pancakes were being flipped and it was hard to 
take Gene seriously, but Eric shrugged and took a seat on of the stools at their bar. 


| was wondering about Paul. Do you know if he's okay?" Eric murmured, picking at his fingernails. Gene sighed. 


"So you've picked up on it too. Yeah, | know. Something's up with him, but he'll figure it out. He can do it, | know 


he can" 
"You're ignoring it?" Eric asked, shocked. Gene rolled his eyes. 
‘Of course not. | know what type of support Paul needs, and I'm not the one to give it” 


There was a meaningful glance directed at Eric as Gene moved the cooked pancakes onto a plate and poured 


more batter in. 

"You want me to help him? But, | don't even know what's wrong-" 

"Neither does he, and neither do |" Gene shot back, glaring up at the drummer. 
It actually made him uneasy. 


"Listen, kid. Paul is fragile. Not weak - just fragile. He hasn't had someone really love him. like you hopefully do. 
pretty much ever. He deserves that." 


Gene sighed, turning off the stovetop after the last batch was complete, plopping down on the stool next to 


Eric. 

"Paul is a man who deserves the world but no one wants to give it to him. No one but me, apparently, and | 
don't see why." The bassist grumbled, looking down at the countertop. "But, anyway, | can only do so much. He 
wants you, Eric. He wants you to love him like he loves you, because | know for a fact that he does." 

The drummer felt his face flush red, biting his lip. 

"Y-yeah. | understand. Should |. go talk to him? Now?" 


Gene shrugged. 


"| wouldn't. He was in a good mood last night, and | would only bring it up if he starts to act ‘off. We wanna 
keep him happy, especially in the morning." Gene laughed softly, throwing an arm around Eric's shoulder. 


"Honestly, at first, | wasn't sure | trusted you with him." Gene chuckled, glancing over at the other man. "But 
after all the time you've been here and not hurt him - | think | can be okay with it." 


"May | ask for your daughter's hand in marriage?" Eric snickered, pretending to pull a ring box out of his 
pocket. Gene brought his hand up to his forehead in mock surprise. 


"Why, you can't be serious - although it is quite an honor, Sir Knight Caravello, to unite our rival kingdoms 


though marriage-" 


"What the hell are you two doing?" 
Gene returned to normal, Demon behavior. 
"Heya, Princess." The bassist chuckled, smiling. 


Eric turned at the sound of his love's voice, grinning. He hopped up from the stool and trotted over to where 


Paul was standing in the arch, wrapping his arms around the other man's waist and pulling him close. 
"Hey, cutie." He breathed, pressing a soft kiss to Paul's forehead, who blushed. 

"Hi- what's up with all this, ‘Sir Knight Caravello'®" Paul laughed, wrapping his arms around Eric's neck. 
"Nothing, love - did | mention how cute you look?" 

"Eric, l'm literally in sweatpants and a pullover." 

"Fucking adorable." The drummer mused, running his hands up and down Paul's back. 

"Wait, watch this-" Gene snapped to get their attention, a broad grin plastered to his face. "Pancakes!" 
At first, there was nothing. 

Then, the scurrying of feet echoed throughout the bus. 


A blur whizzed by the two men embracing, complete with leather pants only up one leg and bed head that 


looked impossible to tame. 

| smell pancakes.” Bruce grinned, cracking his knuckles. Paul snorted. 

"Put on your pants, moron, then you can get some food." 

"Don't be mean, Paulie." Eric laughed, eyes trailing down to Paul's heart-shaped lips. 

"Don't scold me." Paul murmured softly, eyes low, his defiant nature burying itself in the remark. 

"That sounded like a challenge." The drummer whispered, tipping Paul's chin back up with his hand. He was 
surprised to see lust swimming in Paul's dark eyes as his breath quickened, and suddenly he felt the need to 


get away from the others. 


"Save it for later, kids." Gene laughed, gesturing to the plate in front of him. "I didn't make all these for 
nothing." 


Nineteen 


Tommy wished he could figure himself out. He didn't realize that it would be so hard. 


At first, it was simply knowing what his own sexuality was. And he still wasn't sure of that, but he assumed 


bisexual. 


Next, it was deciding what to do about Jaime. He was hopelessly falling for the singer, he knew; but something 
was holding him back. He was afraid. 


He wished he wasn't. He didn't ever want to be afraid of his feelings, but now he was, and he didn't know how 
to fix the problem. 


The song was bothering him. It showed that Jaime wasn't understanding how Tommy felt, in his eyes. "Cause 
you're on the wrong track"? Jaime didn't know the half of it. 


It was an internal struggle, but Tommy didn't want to label it that, or even think about it. He just wanted to be 
done thinking. He wanted to know. Anything, everything. 


Just to know. 
Eric wished he knew what was going on in Paul's head. 


Where they lay in Eric's bed, the drummer couldn't help but watch the other man. He wasn't asleep, just lying 
peacefully, soft breaths beating on Eric's chest, eyes fluttering closed and fighting to stay open 


"Sweetie, if you're tired-" 


‘lm not tired" Paul yawned, contradicting himself. He snuggled up closer to the drummer, the strong heartbeat 


calming him. 
"Yes, you are. Why won't you sleep?" Eric murmured, pressing a kiss to Paul's temple. The singer shuddered. 
"| don't want to have nightmares." 


Paul's last piece of mental armor had been broken past, and the dreams had begun even when he was with 
Eric. He was losing control of the situation 


Eric sat up immediately, pulling Paul against him. 


"Baby, what nightmares?" 


"The ones | have." 

"Tell me about them." Eric fought, wrapping his arms around Paul. 

'l- Eric, they're dumb. You'll think they're dumb. | think they're dumb." 

"And yet you're still afraid of them." The drummer persisted, biting his lip when Paul looked away. 

‘lm not afraid." 

His voice was ruined, as if he had been screaming for hours. Eric never wanted to hear him like that again. 
"Then tell me about it" 


"IFs just- like, flashbacks. Except they're different, I-I'm not sure. | can hear the kids still bullying me from all 
those years ago, but its not the kids. l-it's our fans." 


Eric pulled Paul into his grip, stroking his hair. 
It's not stupid, love - anything that scares you is perfectly valid Your feelings are valid." 
Paul sighed softly into Eric's chest, curling up in his lap. 


"But Paul, you and | both know that these fears are irrational. These nightmares are never going to come true. 


Look at you now - look how far you've come. The kids that bullied you then would kill to be you now." 
"Maybe, but-" 


"No," Eric cut him off. "But nothing. You are amazing. You are the world to me, and to so many others - you 


know we love you, Paul. You know | love you." 

Paul smiled softly, leaning into Eric's caring touch. 

‘| love you, too." 

The hoarse whisper almost shattered Eric's heart in the best way. 


The light spilling in from the window shifted with the wind pushing the curtain, yet Paul's face remained 


illuminated, and Eric couldn't drag his gaze away. 
"You're beautiful, you know that?" 


"You know where this is going, Eric. Stop chatting." Paul whispered, leaning in. 


Eric followed suit, closing his eyes once he felt Paul's soft breath on his lips. 


His heart quickened, and then their lips met, emotions flooding through his veins and bursting. Paul gasped 
softly, shifting until he was straddling Eric's lap. 


The drummer's hands tangled in the other man's hair as they kissed, softly at first, until they broke apart for 


just a second, gasping for breath. 


Paul let his forehead rest against Eric's, letting his lips hang open just a bit. Eric chewed softly on his bottom 
lip as he stared into the singer's eyes, who glared back just as passionately. 


Their lips met again, Eric asserting dominance and slipping his tongue into Paul's mouth, wresting loosely with 


the other man's. 
Paul squirmed in Eric's lap, feeling the drummer's hands slip down to his bottom, panting softly into the kiss. 


Eric sighed softly, moving away, but still keeping Paul's bottom lip captive between his teeth. Paul moaned 
softly, sucking on his lip after Eric returned it to him. 


"Fuck" Paul murmured, burying his nose in Eric's neck. 
Eric smiled softly, running his fingers through Paul's knotted curls. 
"I kinda wish tonight could be our ‘first time" He mumbled, laughing softly. Paul shrugged. 


"There's no problem with it being our second." 


It was just another night alone for Jaime. 

Same old deal. 

Go home. Eat something for dinner. Take a shower. Get into pajamas. Sleep. 
Alone. 

Always. 


But he wasn't really alone. Tommy was just in the next room over in their flat. But it felt alone, and he had 


grown to despise his routine. 


It was more than a surprise, though, when his schedule was shattered. 

"Why's he at my door? It's fucking ten at night" He growled under his breath, tugging on his pajama pants and 
trotting to the door of his bedroom. He flung it open to reveal Tommy, wearing nothing but his sweatpants, 
with two mugs of steaming hot chocolate in his hands. Jaime could smell it. Hot chocolate in summer? 


"What are you doing?" 


Tommy took that as an invitation inside the room, placing one mug on Jaime's side table, sitting down on the 


bed after. 


"Well?" Jaime groaned, snagging the mug begrudgingly and taking a tentative sip to make sure it wouldn't burn 
him. Tommy watched silently, taking a swig of his own hot chocolate. 


The guitarist was buying his time. 


He had practiced what he would say in the shower beforehand, but then he had blow dried his hair and Jaime 
probably thought he hasn't showered all day and oh my god- Tommy, stop. 


Jaime finally took a seat next to his roommate on his bed, crossing one leg over the other. 


For a good few minutes, nothing was said. The two men enjoyed their drinks and made no noises except for the 


occasional sigh. 


Tommy felt it was time to speak when he sensed the tension rising in the air again. Jaime had finished and put 


down his mug, folding his arms over his chest and glaring expectantly over at Tommy. 
| wanted to talk. I-l'm sorry." 

Jaime raised an eyebrow, brushing a stray curl out of his eye. 

"About what | said- l- didn't mean to put you on the edge like that, |." 


Tommy placed his cup on the side table as well, leaning forward and pressing his lips softly to the other man's 
before he could protest. 


"Jaime, I'm in love with you." 


Twenty 


The song made it onto the album, but not only that. Without Love became the title track. 

Jaime and Tommy wouldn't have it any other way. 

Writing had already begun for the next album, this time as a team - in more ways than ore. I'll Be There For 
You, originally not intended for use on the album, was quickly becoming their favorite track. And |98b's release 
Nasty Nasty was being produced by someone special in the music industry, and Jaime was prouder than ever 
to call Black ‘N Blue his band. 


There was another interview scheduled for today at four, Jaime remembered. 


He planted a kiss on Tommy's forehead, gently removing himself from the other man's grip in bed. It was 
already one in the afternoon - they had slept in after a great show and an eventful night. 


"Hey, babe?" 
Jaime turned before hopping off the bed, thinking Tommy was asleep but obviously mistaken 


"Yeah?" 


Tommy sat up, gently tugging Jaime towards him by the hair. He pressed their lips together for a few hot 
seconds. Jaime sighed softly into the kiss, leaning forward. 


"You know | love you, right?" 
Jaime smiled, cheeks burning pink against his pale skin. 


"| know." 


Paul wasn't holding back anymore. 


His words flowed easier and easier each time he spoke to Eric about his feelings. In return, writing new songs 


became easier. 
Slowly rebuilding trust. 


There wouldn't be an album in 198b. Paul had written an album mostly alone only once before, and although 


Animalize was a strong record, he refused to do it again. Asylum last year had been a nice change back to the 


norm, but Gene was busy. Again. 


So while the bassist was busy producing an album for another small band in LA, Paul spent his time with Eric. 


This was his time off. He hadn't had that in years. 


The album was coming together by mistake. Paul had a few songs ready to be recorded, but he didn't expect 
to have them done until 1987. That's what it looked like. 


"Paul?" 

Paul glanced up at his lover, raising an eyebrow. 

"What are you thinking about?" 

‘Nothing in particular. Just. everything.’ 

Eric smiled softly down at the other man, stroking his hair. Paul sat up halfway, leaning on his arm. 

"I kinda want to put some music on" Paul murmured, glancing over at the record player. "But it's so far.” 
The drummer laughed, struggling to find his way out of his boyfriend's grip, but to no avail. 

"No, no. | want you to stay here." 

Eric chuckled, sinking lower in Paul's bed. 

Arrangements had been made for Eric to move in with Paul, it just hadn't happened yet. Eric couldn't wait. 
"Then who's gonna put on the music?" 

Paul rolled his eyes. 

"Fine, whatever." The singer hopped out of bed, trotting over to his box of records. 


"What are you gonna play?" Eric asked, but Paul did not reply. He got his answer, though, when In The Evening 
started playing. 


"You liked In Through The Out Door so much that you bought it?" The drummer asked, raising an eyebrow in 
disbelief. 


Paul laughed softly, heading over to the bed and climbing back under the covers. 


"Yeah." He smiled sheepishly. "It's become one of my favorite albums." 


Eric smiled, moving his arm so Paul could cuddle close. 
‘lm really lucky that | have you." 

Paul blushed at the compliment, smiling into Eric's neck. 
‘| love you so much, y'know." 


"Eric, stop. You're making me all red!" Paul laughed, scooting up and pressing a kiss to his lover's cheek. Eric 
chuckled, closing his eyes and resting his head against the pillow. 


"Hey, Paul?" He murmured after a few minutes of silence. 
His boyfriend did not speak, but only grunted. 
"Wanna stay in bed all day?" 


There was no reply, as Paul had already fallen asleep. 


The city was so pretty at night. 
The tall man tucked his black curls behind his headphones, pressing a few buttons on his tape player. He looked 
around from where he sat on a bench, hopelessly lost in New York City. But you could never really be lost in 


the city. He glanced up at the nearest street sign. He was about six blocks away from his apartment. 


He'd always loved the city. He was born in Brooklyn, after all. His father went to the city for work, and he used 


to go with him sometimes when he was younger. Everything seemed like fun before reality set in. 

The opening track on the only album he had brought with him began 

Don't Look Back, Boston 

He'd always loved this album. 

He slipped the cassette player into his back pocket, the wires feeding up through his shirt. 

Stretching his legs, he stood, setting a brisk pace down the street. Not going anywhere in particular, just 


wandering. Mid summer in the city, meaning it was ridiculously warm, with the heat bouncing off the sides of 


the buildings and all that. He felt the sweat beading on his temple before long but ignored it. 


It felt so nice to be out here without a care in the world. 

In the city that never sleeps, Bruce never wanted to either. He wanted to wander these narrow alleyways and 
streetlamp-lit highways forever. His feet felt no need to stop as he crossed one block into the next, took a 
few turns either way. 

Just wandering. 


You could never get lost in the city. 


His long hair flowed behind him in the wind, dark eyes taking in the scenery which did not change from block to 
block, but was still beautifully industrial. 


Steel surrounded him but he did not feel cold. The buildings tore mercilessly into the innocent ocean of 


periwinkle above them, frowning down upon all those who pass beneath them, but he did not feel unwelcome. 
| finally see the dawn arrivin’.. 


He had been writing. Co-writing, with Paul. Bruce still couldn't believe Paul had went head-against-head with 
Gene and refused to do an album until he came back to the band. But it was happening, and for the first time 
in Kiss' entire career, they'd be skipping a year. 


| see beyond the road l'm drivin’. 


Bruce didn't fully agree with the choice. Animalize had been a great album, and he loved it. Maybe that was 
because he had been brought in to do two of the album's nine solos - but that didn't matter. He knew Paul 
could write and produce an album alone, but he also knew that Gene was his partner - he was realizing he 
didn't want to think about Kiss anymore. He was crossing another street, just narrowly staying on the 
crosswalk. He had forgotten to pause and press the large, metal button to stop traffic. 


But he kept walking. 


Far away and left behind. 


Twenty-One 


Keeping Gene in one place for an extended amount of time was proving to be a harder task than expected for 


Paul. 
Even when it was all happening in the same city. 


Kiss had traveled to LA. to record once more, except it just wasn't happening. Either Gene was off shooting a 
video or he and Paul spent half the studio time arguing. 


Eric watched silently as turmoil wreaked havoc on the band once more. 


The drummer had never seen Paul and Gene fight. It was a new experience to him. It almost felt like watching 


your parents yelling at each other. 
But that was a bad analogy, seeing that he was dating Paul and such. 


As of now, he was sitting on a couch in their studio, Bruce beside him, silently watching the scene unfold in 


front of them. 

"You're never here with us! Your life used to be this band, and now it's producing someone else's" 
| can do what | want with my life! We're still making money, our records will always be selling!" 
Paul groaned, exasperated. 


"You don't understand, Gene - we are losing money not making a new record. Not recording and not touring 


equals no money. And we all know that's your favorite thing, huh-" 
"Shut up! Just shut the fuck up for once in your life! This is our band, not yours. You can't do it without me. | 
can make you wait as long as | fucking want." Gene growled, doing all he could not to launch himself at the 


other man. 


"l- no. You're right. You're so fucking right. We can't do anything without you, of course! Kiss revolves around 
you, the world is yours. You shut up. Leave." 


Paul's finger pointing at the door and the tears streaming from his reddened eyes nearly shattered Eric's 


heart. But he had learned once before not to butt in. 
Gene sighed, shaking his head. 


"You just don't get it, do you? This is a partnership, Paul. l'm not leaving." 


Eric watched as Gene sat down next to him. Oh boy, now I'm in the line of fire. 


But Paul did not lash out, merely wiped his cheek and sat down in the chair across from the couch. Eric 


couldn't bring himself to glance into either Gene or Paul's eyes. 
After a minute of awkward silence, Bruce stood. 
"I'll be back in a minute." 


Eric watched as the guitarist darted out of the room. The tension weighed heavier. He could feel eyes on him, 
expecting him to say something. 


| think Crazy Crazy Nights would be good to use as the title track" The drummer murmured, chin resting on 
his hands. 


There was no reply. 
Eric was grateful. 


Bruce trotted down the street to a bench that sat beside a bus stop. The fresh air of the city didn't do much 


to calm his nerves. He wished he had brought his cassette player. 
It was a beautiful day. The clean shine of the bench was a sharp contrast to the dirty streets, the bent road 
side on the corner that read, ‘Clark Ave.. He glanced over at the graffiti on the van parked across the way. It 


was a drawing of a card, the ace of spades. The sky was a mural of blues and grays. 


Bruce liked the watch the birds back in New York. There weren't as many here in LA, but he could adjust. A 


small, black bird was perched on a street lamp. His eyes followed as it took off and soared behind a building. 


He wondered how long it would be until Eric either came out to hide from the tension with him, or to call him 
back into the lion's den. 


But for now, he sat, black boots dragging lightly across the concrete sidewalk, dark leather jacket the only 
thing shielding him from the autumn chill. 


It wasn't long until someone had joined him, sitting close. He glanced over, seeing a man he had not expected. 
"Paul? You okay?" 


The singer half-smiled, raising his head from where it had been buried in his hands. He laughed softly, wiping a 


runaway tear off his cheek. 


"Y-yeah. I'm good. Its just funny, y'know - how much you work for something, and someone else still has the 
power to throw it all away." 


Bruce frowned, putting an arm around his friend. 

"Gene isn't throwing it away, Paul. Kiss isn't going to die." 

"Exactly. It already has." The singer snickered, brushing a stray curl out of his eye. "Look at us. We're 
floundering around in the wrong era. Our music is barely fitting into what's good right now - and we certainly 


aren't getting any younger." 


"Paul, please calm down Everything is going to be okay, | promise." The guitarist soothed, pulling the other man 
into a strong hug. 


"I feel helpless." Paul mumbled into Bruce's shoulder, sighing softly as more tears dribbled down his face. 
"Where's Eric, love?" Bruce whispered, leaning back to look into Paul's damp eyes. 


"He was fighting. With Gene." Paul whimpered, using the neckline of his shirt on his face. "I started it. | didn't 


mean to, he just started screaming when | couldn't stop crying-" 


‘lm gonna go inside and check on them. Just stay here, Paul. Itll be alright. I'll be right back" Bruce murmured 
softly, gently removing himself from Paul's grip and trotting back into the studio. 


He heard the arguing before he made it down the hallway. The guitarist pressed his back against the wall as 


he got closer, listening without making a sound. 

"Gene, all he wants is for you to be here! He needs you-" 

"No, Eric. He needs you, and he's made that quite clear. You're his number one. He loves you, remember?" 
"That's bullshit, you're his best friend!" 


"And you're his boyfriend." 


"Gene, please! Don't leave him like this, you know he needs youl He always has! He and | being in a relationship 
doesn't change a thing-" 


"But it does, don't you see? I'm not jealous of you because you're his lover. l'm jealous of you because you're 


taking my best friend away.” 


lm not taking him away, goddammit! You're leaving him!" 


Bruce bit his lip, hearing only a grunt, then the sound of skin on skin 
Oh, fuck. 


Bruce rushed into the room, finding Eric sprawled on the floor, obviously knocked from an unexpected blow. 
Gene was standing above him, practically steaming out of his ears. It was then that Bruce realized he had no 


idea what he was doing. 


"Stop." He weakly cried, dropping to his knees next to Eric, who was sitting up now. Not truly hurt, just pissed 
off. 


"He should never have started talking” Gene growled, storming out of the room. 
"Eric, get up. We need to go make sure Paul's alright." 


The drummer jumped to his feet in a flash, tugging Bruce out of the room. 


The dull ache of the punch on his jaw floated to the back of his mind as he trotted outside, finding Paul on the 
lonely bench. Gene was leaning against the bus stop, arms crossed over his chest. He refused to look at the 


others or acknowledge their presence. 


Eric growled under his breath. How he wished to leap on Gene right then It wasn't fair that Paul had to be 
stuck in the middle of their unspoken conflicts. But instead, Eric sat beside his lover, pulling him into his chest. 
The singer sighed softly, tears mostly dried by now. 


The three decided without speaking that Paul wouldn't be told about the strike. 


Twenty-Two 


Paul was writing again. 
[186 had passed without a word of celebration from where he stood. It was just another unproductive year. 


[981 wasn't looking much better. In the past months, the fighting had escalated, both between him and Gere, 
and Eric and Gene. Now, in April, they still weren't getting much done. 


But Paul had something, a song in the works, that he thought Gene might like. 


He glanced at the phone, biting his lip, guitar laying across his lap. He hadn't called Gene since last week, 
continuing a fight they had started in the studio. It was petty, really, but Gene had called first. 


Now he wanted to use the phone as a peace offering. 


Gathering his courage, he reached for it, tugging the phone over. Thank whoever invented it for speakerphone, 


because Paul wasn't sure the cord would reach. 
He dialed in Gene's number, holding the phone between his shoulder and his ear. 
It rang four times, and Paul was sure his friend was ignoring it until he picked up. 


"Hello?" 


"H-hey, Gene. It's Paul. |, had something to show you, if you wanna hear." Paul did his best not to mumble, 


almost trembling. 
He hated being yelled at. 
But instead of shooting him down, Gene nodded, then remembered Paul couldn't see him. 


"Yeah, that's fine. Go ahead" The bassist replied, glad that for once they could talk and not argue. 


Paul was shaking, nervous for the first time in years around Gene. He pressed speakerphore, giving his guitar a 


little strum before launching into the chorus of what he had been working on. 


"Everybody has a reason to live, baby. Everybody's got a dream, and a hunger inside. Everybody's got a reason 


to live, but it can't be your love." 


There was silence on the other end of the line, but Paul already knew. It was a good silence. 


The bomb had gone off on the other end. 

Gene struggled for a moment to find words. 

"Paul- wow. | think that's the best thing you've come up with in a long time." He praised, smiling broadly. 
"So, you like it?" The singer laughed, glad that their situation was turning upwards. 

‘| love it. Can | come over? I'd love to work on it with you." 

Paul cracked a grin at the bassist's offer. 

"Yeah, of course, if you don't mind it being kind of a mess." 


"Paul. Your house has always been ‘kind of a mess' over the years. I've gotten used to it" Gene laughed. Paul 


gasped in mock offense. 


"How rude of you! Well, you can help me clean up." Paul chuckled, swinging his feet off the bed. He hadn't been 


this excited to have Gene come over in years. 

"Maybe, maybe. I'll be over in a few, alright?" 

"Okay, see you then. Bye." Paul hung up, a bright smile plastered to his face. 

The singer tugged on a sweatshirt, rolling up the sleeves as he shoved things in drawers left and right. He 
knew that it would take Gene twelve minutes to get to his house - it always had. Three minutes before 


leaving, nine minute drive. It had been like that for years. 


Right on time, Gene pulled up his friend's driveway, and Paul had already thrown his house together as best as 
possible. 


Gene knocked once, then walked in, knowing that Paul had left the door open for him. He kicked off his shoes 


and trotted down the hallway to Paul's room, where he knew he'd be waiting. 


"Hey." Gene smiled, leaning against the doorway. Paul looked up from where he was tuning his electric guitar, 


grinning. 


"Hey. Here's my notebook, this is what I've got so far for it” Paul patted the bed next to him, beckoning for 
Gene to sit. He did so, picking up the journal and reading what Paul had written. 


"Reason To Live, huh? | love it." 


"Thanks." Paul smiled genuinely. "| was thinking-" 


"Wait," Gene murmured. "| wanted to talk first. About what's been going on, at the studio and shit." 


Paul shifted uncomfortably as awkwardness began to fill the space between them again. He opened his mouth 


to speak but Gene cut him off. 

"Listen. | know we're both being upset by all the fighting, | get it. | just wanted to say that I'm really sorry. For 
not being there when the band needed me, and for not being there when you needed me. l'm sorry. | promise 
that I'll be better at both from now on" 


Paul half-smiled, pulling his best friend into a hug. 


"We've both been stressed over this new album, Gene. Don't put it all on yourself. I've been just as bad as you 


were. But what's important is that we've worked it out. Right?" The singer laughed softly. Gene smiled. 


"Right. Now, let's get going. Can you sing everything you wrote so far for me please?" 


Eric yawned, hearing the phone ring. He was planning to go to bed early tonight - he had been losing sleep. 
Stress from the studio had been following him home. 


"Hello?" He murmured, wondering why anyone was calling at nine pm. 


"Hey, babel" Paul's joyous voice rang through the line, and Eric felt his energy being returned to him just 
hearing his boyfriend so happy. 


"Hey, Paulie. What's got you so excited-" 


"| had such a great afternoon! I'm so glad | worked up the nerve to give Gene a call and then he came over 


and we jammed and we have a new song and it's so great and we're not gonna fight anymore and-" 


"Woah, woah! Slow down!" Eric laughed, barely able to process all the information being thrown mercilessly at 


him. He heard Paul suck in his breath. 
"Okay, but you know that song I've been working on? Reason To Live?" Paul questioned, biting his lip. 
"Yep, | love it. What about it?" 


"Well, | decided to call Gene and sing part of it for him, and he loved it too! So he came over Today, and we 


talked everything out, and fuck, Eric! We finished the song!" Paul exclaimed cheerfully. 


Eric smiled broadly, scratching his head. 


"Gosh, babe - that's great! | can't wait to hear the finished thing." 
| haven't written a song that fast in years, it felt so good to write with him again and not argue." 
"I understand,” Eric grinned. "Now, let's just hope it stays this way.’ 


"It will” Paul replied assuredly, flopping back on his bed, dragging the corded phone with him. If only Eric was 
with him. He was in the mood to cuddle. 


"Eric?" Paul murmured, yawning. 
"Yep?" 


"Can you come stay the night over here?" Paul pleaded, crossing his fingers on his free hand. He heard Eric 


laugh softly. 
"Yeah, sure babe. I'll be over in a little bit, okay? Don't fall asleep without me." 


"| won't" Paul smiled, sitting up again, stripping out of his sweatshirt and pants in the easiest way possible 


when you only have one open hand. 
"Okay. Love you." 


"Love you, too." 


Twenty- Three 


Bruce was proud of the album, even if the critics didn't like it. 
Crazy Nights had maintained a nice two-out-of-five-star rating with almost everyone. 


Paul was sensing a decline in their career again, and this time, he figured the best way to fix it was to do a 


greatest hits album this year. 


He was most excited about the two brand-new songs he'd written. Sure, they were a bit crude, but they fit 
perfectly onto an album that would be named Smashes, Thrashes and Hits. 


He also had a new plan. 
For Beth. 


The song had been a staple in their sets until Peter had left the band. Eric refused to sing it, even in the ex- 


drummer's honor. 


Paul wanted his boyfriend to sing Beth for the greatest hits album. He knew that Eric would be against it from 
the get-go, but it was worth a shot. 


It would take some convincing. Eric was stubborn like that, always wanted Peter to be credited. It almost 
bothered Paul. Peter was out of the band now - had been for years. Were they just supposed to drop Beth or 
Hard Luck Woman from their sets? And it wasn't like they played Dirty Livin’ anyway, because everyone 
fucking hated Dynasty. And Paul still wasn't okay with that. 


But dropping the songs was exactly what they had done, and Paul was sick of it. He knew Gene didn't like Beth. 
The Demon always said it was a ‘show-stopper’. Well, maybe sometimes rip-roaring rock n roll shows need to 


have a breather towards the middle. 
Paul sat up in bed, still contemplating how to ask Eric without the man turning on him immediately. 


He reached for his robe hanging on the headboard, tugging it around his mostly-naked body and tying the sash 
before trotting downstairs. his curls were untamed, as usual in the morning. Paul hated it - he thought it 
looked like a mane. Eric loved it, though, and urged Paul not to style his hair on days when they were staying 
home. So Paul wouldn't. Eric loved to bury his nose in his boyfriend's hair when they cuddled, and he loved how 


it stuck out every which way. It was just another little thing that made their relationship more intimate. 


Eric was facing away from him, wearing only a pair of loose-fitting black sweatpants which were almost 
hanging off his hips. The situation was practically begging Paul to sneak up behind him and grab around his 
waist, so he did. 


The drummer gasped softly, turning, laughing a little when he saw who it was. 
"Good morning, cutie.’ He chuckled, turning back to the eggs he was cooking. Sunny side up, Paul's favorite. 


"Hey." Paul smiled, watching Eric cook over his shoulder. He still found it adorable how short the drummer was 


next to him. 

They stayed like that for a few minutes, until the eggs were done and Paul had to let go. 
Paul sat down at their breakfast bar, drumming his fingers on the cool, black countertop. 
"Babe, | wanted to talk to you about something." 

Eric cocked an eyebrow, glancing at his boyfriend over his shoulder. 

"What's wrong, love? You know you can talk to me about anything." 


Paul shrugged. Although prior thinking about it, he did not know how to approach the idea without the 


drummer shooting it down. 


‘Its not- well, there's nothing wrong. | wanted to know if you were willing to record some vocals for the hits 


album" Paul started, biting his lip as he glanced up at his lover. 


“Sure, you know I've been waiting for a chance to sing. You got a new song for me?" He chuckled, moving the 


eggs onto two plates. Paul shrugged again, but Eric did not see. 

"Um. no, not exactly. | wanted to rerecord something with you singing instead." 

Eric was beyond confused now. Why wouldn't Paul just come out and say it? 

Then he realized 

"The hits album? Oh, no. You want me to sing Beth." 

He turned to his love on the stool, who was playing with his fingers and avoiding eye contact. 
"Yeah." He drawled, letting his hair fall over his eyes. 

"You know how | feel about Peter's recordings. It's just offensive, and | respect him very much-" 


"Yes, | get it! Peter this, Peter that. But the fact is that Peter is no longer in this band, and hasn't been for 
years! But you're in this band. And | have the rights to do whatever | like with the song anyway, and | want 


you to sing it” 
Eric frowned, folding his arms over his chest. 
"Paul, I-" 


"Please, Eric. I'll beg, baby. | really want you to do this. | know it'll sound great, because you have a beautiful 


voice." 
Eric laughed softly, scratching the back of his neck. 
"Don't try to butter me up, Paulie." 


"Oh, no! But, y'know, | can promise that you'll sing on the next record. For real. Fresh song. Babe, | swear." Paul 
leaned forward on his hands, batting his eyelashes as discreetly as he could. Eric noticed, though, and smirked. 


"You're trying everything you can to get me to do this, huh?" 


"Eric. | need you to do this. | can't put Peter's version on the album. We're modifying every song in some way 


- it just wouldn't fit" 


Paul hadn't actually been planning to modify the songs, but now that it had sprung from his mouth on a whim, 
it was actually a good idea. They'd rerecord all the songs with their current members. 


"C'mon." 


Eric's silence almost worried him, but he realized the other man was just thinking. A soft sigh escaped his lips 


as he grabbed their plates and brought them over, accompanied with a couple mugs of coffee made earlier. 


Paul sipped it gratefully, glad to finally have something to occupy himself with in the awkward moments, like 
the one taking place. 


The Fox hummed quietly to himself for a few moments as he watched Paul drink. Realizing he had forgotten to 
get them utensils, he hopped out of the stool and did so. 


Paul's eyes followed his movements silently, lips never leaving the rim of the warm mug in case they decided 


it was a good time to say something he'd regret. 
Finally, Eric blew out a breath, sounding defeated. He laughed a little to himself, wrapping an arm around Paul's 
shoulders. The singer smiled softly, leaning over and pressing a lingering kiss to his lover's cheek. No harm, no 


foul, right? 


The drummer grinned, leaning in and pressing his lips against Paul's for a few hot seconds. The Starchild's 


nerves were starting to jump when he continued to not speak. 

A little chuckle under his breath. Eric smiled, pressing a kiss to Paul's forehead. 
"l'm gonna start writing for my new song today. | hope | don't regret doing this." 
Paul smiled giddily. 

"So, you'll do it?" 


"tll do it" 


Twenty-Four 


"They tell you that the world is rough, but they never rocked it hard enough." 

Paul grinned, watching Eric scribble in his notebook as he sang under his breath. 

"Hey, Eric?" 

The drummer glanced up from his paper, smiling softly. 

"Yeah, babe?" 

‘Can | see what you've got for your song?" Paul asked, resting his head on Eric's shoulder. Sitting on their bed, 
Paul was dressed only in his boxers; Eric in sweats. It was one of the nights they'd spend touching and holding 
each other, pressed against the other's body as close as they could possibly get. Paul was glad. He loved those 
nights. 

"Sure. It's finished, actually - unless you think | should change something.” 


He flipped a few pages back, placing the journal in front of the other man. 


Paul took a few minutes to read it over twice. He smiled to himself, glancing up to see Eric grinning proudly 
down at him. 


"How do you like it?" He asked eagerly. Paul hadn't seen Eric so excited in years. 

"Little Caesar, huh? | love it. | love that you used your nickname in the song.’ 

"| also heard it was a pizza place somewhere." Eric laughed. "l'm a pizza place." 

"You're much better than a pizza place, babe." Paul chortled, leaning over and placing a kiss on Eric's cheek. 
"But anyway, how are your songs coming? I'd love to see some of them." The drummer smirked, rubbing his 
shoulder against Paul's suggestively. The singer faked a groan, hopping off the bed and snagging his own journal 


out of a drawer. 


"Here. I've got three so far: Silver Spoon, Rise To It and Forever. And | was thinking that we could use 
Boomerang on this album since it didn't make it onto Crazy Nights." 


Eric grinned, flipping through the pages. 


"lim taking a liking to Forever." 


"I was thinking of you when | wrote it” 


Gene couldn't believe he was sitting at a table in a fancy restaurant across from Bruce, wine glass in hand. 
It was just two friends out for a drink. Not a date. 
But it looked like the latter. 


They'd only been there for a few minutes. He'd adjust to the situation Besides, there was nothing wrong with it 
being a date if people thought it was. Nothing wrong at all. 


He was making this a lot more awkward just by thinking about it. 


This just hadn't been what he had expected when Bruce had said, ‘Hey, we're alone. Let's go out and get some 
food’. 


"So, what do you think about the album's possible new name?" Bruce's voice tore him out of his thoughts. The 
guitarist took a bite of the chicken he'd ordered. Gene realized he had forgotten to eat his sandwich. 


"What new name? Paul didn't say anything to me." 

"Its, erm. Interesting.” 

Bruce was almost worrying Gene. 

"And.. what is it?" 

"Hot In The Shade." 

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Gene asked, forgetting to lower his voice in the quiet restaurant. 
| have no idea Be quiet. You're rude." Bruce scolded. Gene actually felt guilty for a second. 

"But what does that even mean? Does he have a song named that or something?" 

"Nope." Bruce snickered. "It's ridiculous, but what Paul says goes." 

"IIl talk to him." Gene mumbled, taking another bite of his sandwich. 


There was silence at the table for a few minutes as the two men ate, avoiding eye contact. Bruce was the 


first one to break it. 

"Hey, Gene." 

"What" 

"What if | bit through my wine glass right now?" 

Gene cocked an eyebrow, frowning. 

"But why would you do that?" 

Bruce shrugged. 

"The newer rock stars are doing it. They think it's cool." 

"Like who?" Gene scoffed, looking at his glass with a new menace. 
"Y'know. Nikki Sixx, Vince Neil. Those kinda guys." 


"Mötley Crue and glam metal will die as soon as the 80's end for good." Gene laughed, suddenly realizing time 
was slipping into 1989. 


It almost made him nervous. Kiss had just barely scraped by in the 80's. The decline in their career was 


becoming more prominent, even though Smashes, Thrashes and Hits had been a success. 


The fans were giving up on them after Crazy Nights. They had to prove that they could still make good music. 
Hits. That's what they needed. 


So far, they had a few rockin’ tracks and a sappy love song, It wasn't Gene's favorite lineup, but Forever might 


just turn out to be the boost they needed. 


Bruce wasn't digging the album so far. He liked the solos, he liked the songs, but the aloum name was turning 
him way off. He hoped Paul came up with a better idea. The possible album art was making him practically sick. 
Paul had shown him a pretend sketch earlier that day. The Sphinx wearing sunglasses. Oh, boy. 


Perhaps their comeback album.. could be the one after this. 
Eric cocked his head as he read over yet another song Paul had scribbled out in barely-legible handwriting. 
‘Better hide your heart, better hold on tight 


Say your prayers, ‘cause there's trouble tonight 
When pride and love battle with desire 


Better hide your heart, ‘cause you're playing with fire: 
The drummer hummed softly to himself under his breath. He wished he could write such beautiful lyrics. 
Paul had vanished into the bathroom to shower, leaving Eric to his own devices. 


Probably not the smartest move, but Paul trusted Eric with his journal. So the drummer looked, and only 
wished he knew the tune to these songs so he could sing them himself. 


Suddenly, the doorbell sounded downstairs. 


"What the fuck?" Eric mumbled to himself, throwing a shirt over his body and trotting down the stairs. He 


opened it slowly, revealing Bruce and Gene, done up in suits. 
‘Guys, what the hell-" 


"Okay - so Bruce here thought it'd be a good idea to bite through his fucking wineglass at the restaurant we 


were at-" 
"Why were you at a restaurant?" 


"Not important. So he bites the glass, and it shatters, his mouth is now bleeding, the waitresses are all staring 


at us and Bruce is crying-" 


‘Mmbitch, | mas not cryin!" The guitarist piped up, voice muffled through the - toilet paper? - stuffed in his 
mouth. 


"Well, you were making a lot of noise. And suddenly this huge guy in a suit is coming out at us and l'm like 
‘holy shit time to go' and we ran and | don't know if they called the cops on us or what" Gene breathlessly 
finished. 


"We mm-ftfuck. Left a check." Bruce smiled the best he could, which came out a bit ridiculous-looking. He spat 


out the stained paper before continuing, earning a glare from Gene. "So they have the money and don't have to 


kill us for that." 
"You left a check" Eric folded his arms across his chest, holding back laughter. 
"Wait - Bruce, they have my name!" Gene realized. 


The two men darted past the shorter drummer into the house and Eric could do nothing but chuckle. 


Twenty-five 


Turns out Bruce and Gene hadn't committed a felony, but still wouldn't return to that restaurant. 
And it had been almost a year and a half. 


The album was out, sadly under the title that no one liked, and even more unfortunately, the cover hadn't been 


changed either. The Sphinx even had earned himself a name - Leon. 


Bruce was far from in love, but there were a few songs he had taken a liking to. He lived for the times when 


Eric would trot around the studio singing Little Caesar at the top of his lungs. 


The guitarist couldn't believe how fast time was passing. Next week would be New Year's, and he wasn't sure 


he was ready. 


But with the album just out and a few months before they began touring, this might be the first real New 


Year's celebration they'd had in a long time, and Bruce was excited. 


1990 was a deadline, and this would be his first time crossing decades with Kiss. He wasn't sure what to expect. 
Perhaps the 10's had something special in store for the band. Perhaps not. It was a gamble. 


Bruce knew they were lucky to have the success they had in 10's, and even luckier for the bit in the 80's. 


Hot In The Shade wasn't a favorite with the critics, but Forever had hit higher than Beth had in ITlb on the 


charts, and that was a personal win for Bruce. He was confident in whatever would come next. 
Paul was already preparing. 
He hadn't thrown a real party in years, and he had been feeling withdrawal. 


Eric watched in amusement as Paul sat cross-legged on their bedroom floor, cutting streamers out of silver 


cloth bought at the fabric store in the mall. 

He probably should be helping, but it was more fun to watch. 

The Starchild reached for the plastic bag beside him, tugging out a packet of plastic rhinestones. He poured 
them onto the floor, creating quite a mess. Eric smiled as the singer used fabric glue on the makeshift 


streamers. 


"Come down here and hold this straight, please." Paul mumbled, fingers splayed as the fabric tried to curl. Eric 
hopped off the bed and knelt beside his boyfriend to help. 


Short, chaste kisses were exchanged as Eric sat back to watch, being called in for help every so often 


"lim gonna make some balloons with the makeup designs." Paul smiled, grabbing some black fabric. "I'll glue them 


on after they're blown up." 
“Sounds good, love." The drummer smiled softly, leaning back on his hands. 


Paul's dark curls fell over his face as he worked, lips pursed in concentration. He let out soft puffs whenever 


he became frustrated, and Eric couldn't help but laugh softly as he watched 

"What?" Paul asked, frowning up at his lover. 

"Nothing, babe - you're just beautiful." 

Paul's cheeks flushed just like it was the first time. 

"Eric, stop." He laughed, biting his lip as his lover's hand reached across and brushed his hair out of his face. 
Eric smiled, leaning in and pressing his lips to Paul's. The singer sighed into the kiss, shifting until he was 
straddling Eric's lap. The drummer's hands found themselves comfortably settled on his love's hips, squeezing 


gently. 


Paul broke their lips apart, cheeks flushed. Eric buried his face in Paul's neck, nuzzling the other man softly. 
The younger of the two pressed a kiss to Eric's head of unruly hair, chuckling. 


"| love you." Eric whispered, muffled by Paul's curls. 

"| love you more." Paul smirked, wrapping his arms around Eric's shoulders, holding him against his body. 
"Liar" 

"Oh, please. You're the liar." 

They sat like that for a while, holding each other close, short kisses pressed on their tingling skin. 


Paul felt his breath catching in his throat as Eric tugged him further into his lap. He laughed softly, moving so 
he could wrap his legs around Eric's body and they wouldn't be squished uncomfortably. 


Paul couldn't believe he had tried to avoid this. He had never loved someone so strongly - and felt the emotion 


returned. This was true paradise. Nothing could go wrong now. 


Eric felt a yearning pang in his heart as he imagined the possibilities of a future with Paul. He found himself 


grinning widely as he buried his nose in the taller man's hair. 


"How about we settle on the fact that we love each other just as much?" The drummer whispered, pressing 


his lips to Paul's neck for a moment. 

"Yeah, | suppose." Paul laughed softly, cheeks still burning red. 

A few more minutes elapsed, but neither minded It was heaven to hold and to love. 
"| wanna make love tonight, Paulie." 


"When do you not?" The singer snickered, planting a kiss on Eric's temple. The drummer frowned playfully, 
unable to erase the smile off his full lips. Paul laughed, dragging his finger along Eric's jawline. 


"It has been a little while." Eric smirked up at his lover. 


‘lm okay with changing that" Paul nearly giggled, feeling Eric's strong hands slide up the back of his shirt. He 
allowed Eric to take the reins, removing the shirt and tossing his belt to the side. 


The kiss started off soft as Paul helped Eric take his own shirt off, breaking away for only a second. 


Their lips met again, passion driving their actions, as Eric undid his belt with one hand while the other held Paul 
against his chest. 


Their movements were few and gentle until Eric scooped Paul off the carpet and carried him to the bed, hands 


firm on his lover's thighs. 


Time spent and passed, fingers touching where they could, lips pressed warm and wet on the skin Tender 


thrusts, soft cries. Slow, loving caresses with gentle hands. 
It was the true definition of making love. 
Serenity. 


Paul found himself collapsed on the bed, snuggled up to Eric. The drummer was already out, one arm flopped 
on his boyfriend's back. Paul smiled softly up at his love, wrapping his thigh around Eric's hips. He knew he'd be 


sore tomorrow morning, but that was alright. Paul had almost gotten used to it over the years. 


ltd be the same as every time. Paul would wake up first, grab his satin purple robe and tug it around his 
body. Double knot on the sash. It had been a birthday gift from Gene years back. He'd hop out of bed, then 
remember the pain in his delicate hips and limp his way downstairs to make coffee for the two of them. Extra 
milk for Eric - just the way he liked it the morning after. Then Eric would come downstairs maybe a half-hour 
later in only his boxers and wrap his arms around his boyfriend's waist and press a kiss to his neck. And Paul 


would say something along the lines of, ‘| could get used to this’ 


Laying in bed with his lover, one week from New Year's 1990, Paul was starting to realize exactly how long he 


and Eric had been together, and it was blowing his mind. 


And he was also starting to realize that he was ready to spend the rest of his life like this in a heartbeat. 


Twenty-Six 


It was last Tuesday Eric started having chest pains. 
Today was Saturday, and they were still in the hospital. Tests, tests, and more tests. 
Paul was seated by the sickeningly white hospital bed, nerves jumping. Eric was knocked out - drugs. 


It was a little past midnight. Paul wanted to sleep so badly, but he felt the need to watch over Eric even if 
there was no danger if he dozed off. 


Paul hated this place. 

He hated the smell of the freshly washed cotton nightgowns. He hated the feeling of the textured plastic bed 
under his hands when he leaned over, his nails sounding like claws on a chalkboard. He hated the blue walls. Blue 
was supposed to comfort. How could he stand to be comforted when this was happening? 


He especially hated the dull, pasty shade of Eric's skin: a sharp contrast to his raven-colored curls. 


The needles jabbed into his forearms were haphazardly covered with patches, the small red blotches stained 
and seeping through the snowy bandage matching the bleary eyes of Paul. 


The blackness at the edges of his eyes kept getting closer, and no matter how hard he fought it he found 


himself exhausted and losing the battle. He became victim to sleep around one. 


A firm hand on his shoulder awoke him from his slumber with a gasp. Paul glanced up with sleepy eyes to see 
Gene's concerned gaze staring at him. 


"I let you sleep as best as | could Its almost ten-thirty, Paulie. He's going in for another test in five." Gene 
checked his watch, pulling up a chair and settling himself down next to Paul. 


The singer let out a whimper, burying his face in his hands. 


"Paul, look on the bright side. Most likely it won't even be a huge problem.’ Gene murmured, wrapping an arm 
around his best friend. 


"But what if it is? What if it's actually serious, Gene? They said it's a fucking tumor, in his heart, for fuck's 
sake, his heart! What if it's cancer-" 


"That's enough." Gene hissed, pressing his finger to Paul's shivering lips. "I get it, you're scared, we all are. But, 


at least for his sake, try to think positively?" 


A knock on the door sounded before a doctor strolled in uninvited. Small nods were exchanged between the 


newcomer and Gene while Paul buried his face in the bassist's shoulder. 
Eric was wheeled out of the room yet again. 


Paul couldn't bear to look at the empty bed. He struggled out of Gene's grasp and collapsed on the floor, 
resting his head on Bruce's knee, who happened to be fast asleep. 


"| just don't know what to do." Paul whimpered, running his fingers through his hair. "l'm so scared, l'm so 


worried, my nerves won't calm down" 

"Breathe. Everything will be okay” 

"How do you know?" Paul glared up at Gene, folding his arms over his chest. 
Gene frowned, scratching the back of his neck 


"Well, | don't. No one knows. But you have to believe it will be, Paul. Believe in him. Eric is a strong man - he 


will be okay.” 


Paul murmured something inaudible under his breath, turning over and falling asleep with his head buried 


between Bruce's thighs. Gene hoped Eric wouldn't mind when he woke up. 
Gene's thoughts were becoming harrowing now that he was alone. 


At some point, he, too, fell asleep, only to be haunted by his dreams. 


It was a long while of sitting and watching. Waiting. 


It was about six in the evening, last time he'd glanced at the clock. He had been too busy staring at the 


sleeping drummer. 
Bruce frowned. 


The doctors had run more tests on him, but still could not say whether the tumor was fatty or.. the other 


option. 
He refused to even think it. 


Once they knew what it was, they'd be removing it. The last nurse that had come in here to check on Eric had 
told 


him in a hushed voice, ‘They're doing one more test Tomorrow, which should be the last one. The surgery will 


be scheduled after that. 


Bruce was beyond anxious. And sitting here, the only person awake, he now had to choose whether to tell Paul 


or if the information would cause too much distress for the already jumpy man 

There was a grunt from the bed. Bruce shifted his gaze to where Eric was yawning, blinking a few times. 
"Hey, man" Bruce smiled, gently laying Paul down so he could get up. 

"Hi." Eric smiled weakly, eyes bleary. 


"How are you feeling?" Bruce asked, despite already knowing the answer. Eric was a good sport, though, and 


played along. 


"The best you can be when you're in a hospital asleep for most of the week" The drummer chuckled, gazing 
out over the bed, still blinking rapidly as he attempted to clear his vision "Paul?" 


"Shh, he's asleep." Bruce murmured. "He's been up for hours on end. He needs the rest." 
"Eric?" 


Bruce almost rolled his eyes as Paul stretched and scrambled to the bed. Why did he have to be such a light 


sleeper? 


"Hey, babe." Eric grinned, closing his eyes as Paul leaned in and pressed their lips together for a kiss. Paul ran 
his fingers through Eric's hair, frowning. 


"| wish we had a brush." Paul laughed softly, planting a kiss on his lover's forehead. 


"Doesn't really matter. I'll just keep getting out of control" Eric joked half-heartedly, smiling as Paul's hand 


reached his, giving it a gentle squeeze. 


"One more test tomorrow, Eric. That's what the nurse told me." Bruce piped up again, voice hushed. The Fox 


nodded, biting his lip. 

‘lm scared" He admitted, sighing. 

| know, baby. | promise we'll get through this." Paul whimpered, so desperately wanting to hug the smaller man. 
"Together?" 


"Of course, together. l'm never leaving you." Paul smiled sadly, pressing a kiss to Eric's hand. 


Its forever, this time | know and there's no doubt in my mind" Eric weakly sang, but his smile and mood were 


bright all the same. 


‘Forever, until my life is through, babe I'll be lovin’ you forever." Paul laughed softly and finished the chorus, 
giving his boyfriend's hand another squeeze. 


"lm tired" Eric mumbled, chuckling and resting his head back against the cheap pillow. It let off a soft puff of 
air as Eric's head hit it. 


"Go to sleep, baby. | promise I'll be here when you wake up." 
"And | promise that everything will be okay. So don't worry, Paulie. I'm not leaving you." 
Another kiss was shared between them, one more tender moment before Eric slipped back off into a doze. 


Paul found himself feeling empty as he let go of Eric's hand. He stepped back and plopped into a chair again. It 


was only a matter of time now. 
Bruce sat beside the singer, wrapping his arms around his body and tugging him into a hug. 
"Ill be okay." He whispered, knowing it wouldn't help, but wanting Paul to know he cared. 


Paul sighed softly, closing his eyes. They broke apart, and after a short amount of time, both had slipped back 


into sleep. 
The room was quiet for a long time. 


Sometime early in the morning, some nurses came in and took Eric away. Or it might've been later; they didn't 


know, as it was around one in the afternoon when they all were officially up. 

Paul awoke and realized he hadn't gotten to see Eric before the last test. And he sobbed. 

It was a rough morning, for all of them. 

The trio spent their time talking to each other in hushed voices, as if practicing for when Eric was returned 
to them. About the last album, about all their memories together. But not their future. Never their future 


while it laid uncertain. Hands were held, tears fell, embraces were exchanged. 


Every second was an hour to Paul; every minute was a week. But finally, their beloved was returned to them 


around seven. 


The doctor followed the stretcher, flipping pages on his clipboard while the nurses laid Eric back on the bed. 


It broke Paul's heart to see him like that. 


The doctor clearing his throat caught his attention once more. He glanced up, hoping the tall man wouldn't see 


the tears welling in his eyes against his will 


‘lm sure you all have been waiting eagerly for this." He smiled genuinely, clipboard in hand. The bright smile 
made Paul uneasy. He felt the need to speak but someone else beat him to it. 


"Well?" Gene couldn't stop himself from letting the word slip unapologetically past his lips. They had made them 
wait over two weeks for results. He had a right to be impatient. The doctor chuckled, clipboard at his side 
again. 

| can safely say that Mr. Caravello is cancer-free, and will remain that way. The surgery to remove the 
tumor will be tomorrow, and the nurses will come to get him around noon He'll stay here and recover for 
another week or two, just to make sure he's healed and there will be no other issues. Have a wonderful night, 
and rest easy." He smiled before exiting the brightly-lit room. 

Paul was unable to speak, but the tears trailing down his cheeks did the talking. 

Bruce scribbled out a note for Eric when he awoke, placing it on his lap. 

Paul dragged his chair next to the hospital bed and spoke to his love for hours. Paul knew that Eric couldn't 


hear, but he wanted to talk anyway. Wanted to tell him how scared he had been and how relieved he felt now. 
And later, Paul fell asleep with Eric's hand held tightly in his own. 


‘Congrats, Foxy! You're gonna be fine. 


The note alone made Eric cry. He reached for whoever was closest to pull into a hug, and they just happened 


to be Paul, strewn across his lap, fast asleep. He woke with a start, glancing up at Eric with new emotion. 
"You have no idea how much | love you." Paul whispered, feeling himself start to get choked up. 

"Let's just say we love each other equally." Eric replied softly, pressing his chapped lips to Paul's forehead. He 
laughed softly, twirling Paul's curls around his finger. "Remember, lovely? | promised that everything would be 
okay.” 


"Forever?" 


"Forever." 
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